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THE SOUL'S EXPRESSION. 

IVitb stammering lips and insufficient sound 

I strive and struggle to deliver right 

That music of my nature, day and night 

With dream and thought and feeling intericound, 

And inly answering all the senses round 

IVith octaves of a mystic depth and height 

IVbich step out grandly to the infinite 

From the dark edges of the sensual ground. 

This song of soul I struggle to outbear 

Through portals of the sense, sublime and whole, 

And utter all myself into the air : 

But if / did it, — as the thunder-roll 

Breaks its own cloud, my flesh would perish there 

Before that dread apocalypse of soul. 
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ROMANCES AND LYRICS. 



RHYME OF THE DUCHESS MAY. 



O the belfry, one by one, went the 
ringers from the sun. 
Toll slowly. 
And the oldest ringer said, " Ours is mu- 
sic for the Dead, 
When the rebecks are all done." 

Six abeles i' the churchyard grow on the 
north side in a row, 
Toll slowly. 
And the shadows of their tops rock across 
the little slopes 
Of the grassy graves below. 

On the south side and the west a small 
river runs in haste. 
Toll slowly. 
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8 Rhyme of the Duchess May 

And between the river flowing and the fair 
green trees a-growing 
Do the dead lie at their rest. 

On the east I sate that day, up against a 
willow gray : 

Toll slowly. 
Through the rain of willow-branches I 
could see the low hill ranges 
And the river on its way. 

There I sate beneath the tree, and the 
bell tolled solemnly. 
Toll slowly. 
While the trees* and river's voices flowed 
between the solemn noises, — 
Yet death seemed more loud to me. 

There I read this ancient rhyme, while the 
bell did all the time 
Toll slowly. 
And the solemn knell fell in with the tale 
of life and sin. 
Like a rhythmic fate sublime. 
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Rhyme of the Duchess May g 

Broad the forest stood (I read) on the 
hills of Linteged, — 
Toil slowly. 
And three hundred years had stood, mute 
adown each hoary wood, 
Like a full heart having prayed. 

And the little burds sang east, and the lit- 
tle birds sang west. 
Toll slowly. 
And but little thought was theirs of the 
silent antique years. 
In the building of their nest 

Down the sun dropt large and red, on the 
towers of Linteged, — 
Toll slowly. 
Lance and spear upon the height, bristling 
strange in fiery light, 
While the castle stood in shade. 

There the castle stood up black, with the 
red sun at its back, 
Toll slowly. 
Like a sullen smouldering pyre, with a top 
that flickers fire 
When the wind is on its track. 
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to Rbyme of the Ducbess May 

And five hundred archers tall did besiege 
the castle wall. 

Toll slowly. 
And the castle, seethed in blood, fourteen 
days and nights had stood, 
And to-night was near its fall. 

Yet thereunto, blind to doom, three 
months since, a bride did come. 
Toll slowly. 
One who proudly trod the floors, and softly 
whispered in the doors, 
" May good angels bless our home." 

Oh, a bride of queenly eyes, with a front 
of constancies ! 

Toll slowly. 
Oh, a bride of cordial mouth, where the 
untired smile of youth 
Did light outward its own sighs I 

T was a Duke's fair orphan-girl, and her 
uncle's ward, the Earl, 
Toll slowly. 
Who betrothed her twelve years old, for 
the sake of dowry gold. 
To his son Lord Leigh, the churl. 
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But what time she had made good all her 
years of womanhood, 
Toll slowly. 
Unto both those lords of Leigh spake she 
out right sovranly, 
" My will runneth as my blood. 

"And while this same blood makes red 
this same right hand's veins," she 
said — 

Toll slowly. 
" T is my will, as lady free, not to wed a 
lord of Leigh, 
But Sir Guy of Linteged." 

The old Earl he smiled smooth, then he 
sighed for wilful youth, — 
Toll slowly. 
" Good my niece, that hand withal looketh 
somewhat soft and small 
For so large a will, in sooth." 

She too smiled by that same sign, but her 

smile was cold and fine, — 

Toll slowly. 

"Little hand clasps muckle gold, or it 

were not worth the hold 

Of thy son, good uncle, mine I " 
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12 Rhyme of the Duchess May 

Then the young lord jerked his breath, 
and sware thickly in his teeth, 
Toil slowly. 
He would wed his own betrothed, an she 
loved him an she loathed, 
Let the life come or the death. 

Up she rose with scornful eyes, as her 
father's child might rise, — 
Toll slowly. 
"Thy hound's blood, my lord of Leigh, 
stains thy knightly heel," quoth she, 
"And he moans not where he lies : 

" But a woman's will dies hard, in the hall 
or on the sward ! " 
Toll slowly. 
" By that grave, my lords, which made me 
orphaned girl and dowered lady, 
I deny you wife and ward." 

Unto each she bowed her head, and swept 
past with lofty tread. 
Toll slowly. 
Ere the midnight-bell had ceased, in the 
chapel had the priest 
Blessed her, bride of Linteged. 
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Rhyme of the Duchess May ij 

Fast and fain the bridal train along the 
night-storm rode amain : 
Toll slowly. 
Hard the steeds of lord and serf struck 
then: hoofs put on the turf, 
In the pauses of the rain. 

Fast and fain the kinsmen's train along 
the storm pursued amain, 
Toll slowly. 
Steed on steed-track, dashing off — thick- 
ening, doubling, hoof on hoof, 
In the pauses of the rain. 

And the bridegroom led the flight on his 
red-roan steed of might, 
Toll slowly. 
And the bride lay on his arm, still, as if 
she feared no harm. 
Smiling out into the night. 

" Dost thou fear ? " he said at last. " Nay," 
she answered him in haste, — 
Toll slowly. 
" Not such death as we could find — only 
life with one behind. 
Ride on fast as fear, ride fast ! " 
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14 Rhyme of fbe Duchess May 

Up the mountain wheeled the steed, girth 
to ground and fetlocks spread, 
Toll slowly. 
Headlong bounds, and rocking flanks, — 
down he staggered, down the banks. 
To the towers of Linteged. 

High and low the serfs looked out, red 

the flambeaus tossed about. 

Toll slowly. . 

In the courtyard rose the cry, " Live the 

Duchess and Sir Guy ! " 

But she never heard them shout. 

On the steed she dropt her cheek, kissed 
his mane and kissed his neck, — 
Toll slowly. 
** I had happier die by thee than lived on, 
a Lady Leigh," 
Were the first words she did speak. 

But a three months' joyaunce lay 'twixt 
that moment and to-day, 
Toll slowly. 
When five hundred archers tall stand be- 
side the castle wall. 
To recapture Duchess May. 
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Rhyme of the Duchess May 75 

And the castle standeth black, with the 
red sun at its back, 
To// slowly. 
And a fortnight's siege is done, and, ex- 
cept the duchess, none 
Can misdoubt the coming wrack. 

Then the captain, young Lord Leigh, with 
his eyes so gray of blee. 
Toll slowly. 
And thin lips that scarcely sheath the cold 
white gnashing of his teeth. 
Gnashed in smiling, absently. 

Cried aloud, " So goes the day, bride- 
groom fair of Duchess May ! " 
Toll slowly. 
" Look thy last upon that sun ! if thou 
seest to-morrow's one, 
T will be through a foot of clay. 

" Ha, fair bride ! dost hear no sound, save 
that moaning of the hound ? " 
Toll slowly. 
•* Thou and I have parted troth, — yet I 
keep my vengeance-oath. 
And the other may come round. 
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1 6 Rhyme of the Duchess May 

" Ha I thy will is brave to dare, and thy 
new love past compare " — 
Toll slowly, 
" Yet thine old love's falchion brave is as 
strong a thing to have, 
As the will of lady fair. 

Peck on blindly, netted dove I If a wife's 
name thee behove," 
Toll slowly. 
Thou shalt wear the same to-morrow, ere 
the grave has hid thQ sorrow 
Of thy last ill-mated love. 

" O'er his fixed and silent mouth, thou and 
I will call back troth." 
Toll slowly. 
" He shall altar be and priest, and he will 
not cry at least 
* I forbid you, I am loth ! ' 

" I will wring thy fingers pale in the gaunt- 
let of my mail," 

Toll slowly. 
"* Little hand and muckle gold' close 
shall lie within my hold. 
As the sword did, to prevail." 
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Oh, the little birds sang east, and the lit- 
tle birds sang west, 
Toll slowly. 
Oh, and laughed the Duchess May, and 
her soul did put away 
All his boasting, for a jest. 

In her chamber did she sit, laughing low 
to think of it, — 
Tollslowly. 
" Tower is strong and will is free : thou 
canst boast, my Lord of Leigh, 
But thou boastest little wit." 

Li her tire-glass gazed she, and she 
blushed right womanly : 
Tollslowly. 
She blushed half from her disdain — half, 
her beauty was so plain, — 
" Oath for oath, my Lord of Leigh ! " 

Straight she called her maidens in — 
" Since ye gave me blame herein," 
Tollslowly. 
" That a bridal such as mine should lack 
gauds to make it fine. 
Come and shrive me from that sin. 
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" It is three months gone to-day, since I 
gave mine hand away : " 
Toll slowly. 
" Bring the gold and bring the gem, we 
will keep bride-state in them, 
While we keep the foe at bay. 

" On your arms I loose mine hair ; comb 
it smooth and crown it fair." 
Toll slowly. 
" I would look in purple-pall from this lat- 
tice down the wall, 
And throw scorn to one that 's there ! " 

Oh the little birds sang east, and the little 
birds sang west : 
Toll slowly. 
On the tower the castle's lord leant in 
silence on his sword, 
With an anguish in his breast. 

With a spirit-laden weight did he lean 
down passionate : 
Toll slowly. 
They have almost sapped the wall, — they 
will enter therewithal, 
With no knocking at the gate. 
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Then the sword he leant upon, shivered, 

snapped upon the stone, — 

Toll slowly. 

" Sword," he thought, with inward laugh, 

" ill thou servest for a staff 

When thy nobler use is done I 

** Sword, thy nobler use is done ! tower is 
lost and shame begun ! " 
Toll slowly. 
" If we met them in the breach, hilt to hilt 
or speech to speech, 
We should die there, each for one. 

** If we met them at the wall, we should 
singly, vainly fall ; " 
Toll slowly. 
" But if / die here alone, — then I die who 
am but one. 
And die nobly for them all. 

" Five true friends lie for my sake in the 
moat and in the brake ; " 
Toll slowly. 
" Thirteen warriors lie at rest with a black 
wound in the breast. 
And not one of these will wake. 
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20 Rhyme of the Duchess May 

" So no more of this shall be I heart-blood 
weighs too heavily," — 
Toll slowly, 
" And I could not sleep in grave, with the 
faithful and the brave 
Heaped around and over me. 

" Since young Clare a mother hath, and 
young Ralph a plighted faith," 
Toll slowly. 
•* Since my pale young sister's cheeks 
blush like rose when Ronald speaks, 
Albeit never a word she saith — 

" These shall never die for me : life-blood 
falls too heavily : " 
72?// slowly. 
"And if / die here apart, o'er my dead 
and silent heart 
They shall pass out safe and free. 

"When the foe hath heard it said — 
* Death holds Guy of Linteged,' " 
Toll slowly. 
" That new corse new peace shall bring, 
and a blessed blessed thing 
Shall the stone be at its head. 
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Rhyme of the Duchess May 21 

" Then my friends shall pass out free, and 
shall bear my memory," 
Toll slowly. 
" Then my foes shall sleek their pride, 
soothing fair my widowed bride 
Whose sole sin was love of me : 

" With their words all smooth and sweet, 
they will front her, and entreat," 
Toll slowly. 
" And their purple pall will spread under- 
neath her fainting head 
While her tears drop over it 

" She will weep her woman's tears, she 
will pray her woman's prayers," 
Toll slowly. 
" But her heart is young in pain, and her 
hopes will spring again 
By the suntime of her years. 

"Ah, sweet May! ah, sweetest grief! — 
once I vowed thee my belief," 
Toll slowly. 
" That thy name expressed thy sweetness, 
— May of poets, in completeness 1 
Now my May-day seemeth brief." 
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All these silent thoughts did swim o'er his 
eyes grown strange and dim, 
To// slowly. 
Till his true men in the place wished they 
stood there face to face 
With the foe instead of him. 

" One last oath, my friends that were faith- 
ful hearts to do and dare 1 " 
Toll slowly. 
" Tower must fall, and bride be lost ! — 
swear me service worth the cost 1 " 
Bold they stood around to swear. 

" Each man clasp my hand and swear, by 

the deed we failed in there," 

Toll slowly. 

"Not for vengeance, not for right, will ye 

strike one blow to-night ! " 

Pale they stood around to swear. 

" One last boon, young Ralph and Clare ! 
faitliful hearts to do and dare 1 " 
Toll slowly. 
" Bring that steed up from his stall, which 
she kissed before you all. 
Guide him up the turret-stair. 
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^ Ye shall harness him aright, and lead 
upward to this height ; " 
ToUslowly. 
" Once in love and twice in war, hath he 
borne me strong and far : 
He shall bear me far to-night** 

Then his men looked to and fro, when 
they heard him speaking so. 
Toll slowly. 
"'Las! the noble heart," they thought, 
"he in sooth is grief-distraught. 
Would we stood here with the foe ! " 

But a fire flashed from his eye, 'twixt their 
thought and their reply, — 
Toll slowly. 
" Have ye so much time to waste ? We 
who ride here must ride fast, 
As we wish our foes to fly." 

They have fetched the steed with care, in 
the harness he did wear. 
Toll slowly. 
Past the court and through the doors, 
across the rushes of the floors. 
But they goad him up the stair. 
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24 Rhyme of the Duchess May 

Then from out her bower chambere, did 
the Duchess May repair : 
Toll slowly. 
" Tell me now what is your need," said 
the lady, " of this steed. 
That ye goad him up the stair." 

Calm she stood ; unbodkined through, fell 
her dark hair to her shoe ; 
Toll slowly. 
And the smile upon her face, ere she left 
the tiring-glass, 
Had not time enough to go. 

"•Get thee back, sweet Duchess May! 
hope is gone like yesterday " — 
Toll slowly. 
" One half hour completes the breach ; 
and thy lord grows wild of speech ! 
Get thee in, sweet lady, and pray. 

" In the east tower, highest of all, loud he 

cries for steed from stall ; " 

Toll slowly, 

"He would ride as far," quoth he, "as for 

love and victory, 

Though he rides the castle wall." 
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** And we fetch the steed from stall, up 
where never a hoof did fall." 
Toll slowly. 
" Wifely prayer meets deathly need : may 
the sweet Heavens hear thee plead 
If he rides the castle-wall 1 " 

Low she dropt her head, and lower, till 

her hair coiled on the floor. 

Toll slowly. 

And tear after tear you heard fall distinct 

as any word 

Which you might be listening for. 

"Get thee in, thou soft ladye! here b 
never a place for thee ! " 
Toll slowly, 
"Braid thine hair and clasp thy gown, 
that thy beauty in its moan 
May find grace with Leigh of Leigh." 

She stood up in bitter case, with a pale 
yet steady face, 

Toll slowly. 
Like a statue thunderstruck, which, though 
quivering, seems to look 
Right against the thunder-place. 
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26 Rhyme of the Duchess May 

And her foot trod in, with pride, her own 
tears i' the stone beside. 
Toll slowly, 
" Go to, faithful friends, go to ! judge no 
more what ladies do. 
No, nor how their lords may ride ! " 

Then the good steed's rein she took, and 
his neck did kiss and stroke : 
Toll slowly. 
Soft he neighed to answer her, and then 
followed up the stair 
For the love of her sweet look. 

Oh, and steeply, steeply wound up the 
narrow stair around ! 
Toll slowly. 
Oh, and closely, closely speeding, step by 
step beside her treading. 
Did he follow, meek as hound. 

On the east tower, highest of all, — there, 
where never a hoof did fall, — 
Toll slowly. 
Out they swept, a vision steady, noble 
steed and lovely lady. 
Calm as if in bower or stall. 
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Down she knelt at her lord's knee, and 
she looked up silently, 
Toll slowly. 
And he kissed her twice and thrice, for 
that look within her eyes 
Which he could not bear to see. 

Quoth he, " Get thee from this strife, and 
the sweet saints bless thy life ! " 
Toll slowly. 
" In this hour, I stand in need of my no- 
ble red-roan steed, 
But no more of my noble wife." 

Quoth she, " Meekly have I done all thy 
biddings under sun ; " 
ToU slowly. 
"But by all my womanhood, which is 
proved so, true and good, 
I will never do this one. 

"Now by womanhood's degree, and by 
wifehood's verity," 
Toll slowly. 
** In this hour if thou hast need of thy 
noble red-roan steed, 
Thou hast also need of me. 
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" By this golden ring ye see ,on this lifted 
hand pardib," 

Toll slowly. 
" If, this hour, on castle-wall, can be room 
for steed from stall, 
Shall be also room for me. 

" So the sweet saints with me be " (did she 
utter solemnly), 

Toll slowly. 
" If a man, this eventide, on this castle- 
wall will ride, 
He shall ride the same with me." 

Oh, he sprang up in the selle and he 
laughed out bitter- well, — 
Toll slowly. 
" Wouldst thou ride among the leaves, as 
we used on other eves. 
To hear chime a vesper-bell ? " 

She clang closer to his knee: "Ay, be- 
neath the C)rpress-tree 1 " 
Toll slowly. 
" Mock me not, for otherwhere than along 
the green wood fair 
Have I ridden fast with thee. 
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" Fast I rode with new-made vows from 
my angry kinsman's house." 
Toll slowly, 
" What, and would you men should reck 
that I dared more for love's sake 
As bride than as a spouse ? 

" What, and would you it should fall, as a 
proverb, before all," 
ToU slowly. 
" That a bride may keep your side while 
through castle-gate you ride, 
Yet eschew the castle-wall ? " 

Ho! the breach yawns into ruin, and 
roars up against her suing, 
ToUslowly. 
With the inarticulate din, and the dread- 
ful falling in — 
Shrieks of doing and imdoing ! 

Twice he wrung her hands in twain, but 
the small hands closed again. 
ToUslowly. 
Back he reined the steed — back, back! 
but she trailed along his track 
With a frantic clasp and strain. 
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Evermore the foeman pour through the 
crash of window and door, 
Toll slowly. 
And the shouts of Leigh and Leigh, and 
the shrieks of " kill ! " and " flee 1 " 
Strike up clear amid the roar. 

Thrice he wrung her hands in twain, but 
they closed and clung again — 
Toll slowly. 
Wild she clung, as one, withstood, clasps 
a Christ upon the rood. 
In a spasm of deathly pain. 

She clung wild and she clung mute, with 
her shuddering lips hdf-shut ; 
Toll slowly. 
Her head fallen as hdf in swound, hair 
and knee swept on the ground. 
She clung wild to stirrup and foot. 

Back he reined his steed back-thrown on 
the slippery coping stone : 
Toll slowly. 
Back the iron hoofs did grind on the bat- 
tlement behind 
Whence a hundred feet went down : 
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And his heel did press and goad on the 
quivering flank bestrode, — 
Toll slowly. 
" Friends and brothers, save my wife ! 
Pardon, sweet, in change for life, — 
But I ride alone to God." 

Straight as if the Holy name had up- 
breathed her like a flame, 
Toll slowly. 
She upsprang, she rose upright, in his selle 
she sate in sight. 
By her love she overcame. 

And her head was on his breast, where 

she smiled as one at rest, — 

Toll slowly. 

" Ring," she cried, " O vesper-bell in the 

beechwood's old chapelle ! 

But the passing-bell rings best." 

They have caught out at the rein which 
Sir Guy threw loose — ip vain. 
Toll slowly. 
For the horse in stark despair, with his 
front hoofs poised in air. 
On the last verge rears amain. 
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Now he hangs, he rocks between, and his 
nostrils curdle in ! 
Toll slowly. 
Now he shivers head and hoof and the 
flakes of foam fall off, 
And his face grows fierce and thin 1 

And a look of human woe from his staring 
eyes did go, 

Toll slowly. 
And a sharp cry uttered he, in a foretold 
agony 
Of the headlong death below, — 

And ** Ring, ring, thou passing-bell," still 
she cried, " i' the old chapelle ! " 
Toll slowly. 
Then back-toppling, crashing back — a 
dead weight flung out to wrack, 
Horse and riders overfell. 
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Oh, the little birds sang east, and the lit- 
tle birds sang west, 
Toll slowly. 
And I read this ancient Rh)rme, in the 
churchyard, while the chime 
Slowly tolled for one at rest. 

The abeles moved in the sun, and the 
river smooth did run, 
71?// slowly. 
And the ancient Rhyme rang strange, with 
its passion and its change, 
Here, where all done lay undone. 

And beneath a willow tree I a little grave 
did see. 

Toll slowly. 
Where was graved — Here undefiled, 
LiETH Maud, a three- year child. 
Eighteen hundred, forty-three. 

Then, O spirits, did I say, ye who rode so 
fast that day, 

Toll slowly. 
Did star-wheels and angel wings, with their 
holy winnowings 
Keep beside you all the way ? 
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Though in passion ye would dash, with a 
blind and heavy crash, 
Toil slowly. 
Up against the thick -bossed shield of 
God's judgment in the field, — 
Though your heart and brain were 
rash, — 

Now, your will is all unwilled, now, your 
pulses are all stilled I 
Toll slowly. 
Now, ye lie as meek and mild (whereso 
laid) as Maud the child, 
Whose small grave was lately filled. 

Beating heart and burning brow, ye are 
very patient now. 
Toll slowly. 
And the children might be bold to pluck 
the kingcups from your mould 
Ere a month had let them grow. 

And you let the goldfinch sing in the al- 
der near in spring. 
Toll slowly. 
Let her build her nest and sit all the three 
weeks out on it. 
Murmuring not at an)rthing. 
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In your patience ye are strong ; cold and 
heat ye take not wrong, 
Toll slowly. 
When the trumpet of the angel blows eter- 
nity's evangel. 
Time will seem to you not long. 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the lit- 
tle birds sang west. 
Toll slowly. 
And I said in underbreath, — All our life 
is mixed with death. 
And who knoweth which is best ? 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little 
birds sang west, 
Toll slowly. 
And I smiled to think God*s greatness 
flowed around our incomplete- 
ness, — 
Round our restlessness, His rest. 
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)6 The Swan's Nest 

THE ROMANCE OF THE SWAN»S NEST. 

So the dreams depart, 
So the fading phantoms flee, 
And the sharp reality 
Now must act its part. 

Westwood*s Beads from a Rosary. 

illTTLE ELLIE sits alone 

'Mid the beeches of a meadow, 
By a stream -side on the 
grass, 
And the trees are showering down 
Doubles of their leaves in shadow 
On her shining hair and face. 

She has thrown her bonnet by, 
And her feet she has been dipping 
In the shallow water's flow : 
Now she holds them nakedly 

In her hands, all sleek and dripping, 
While she rocketh to and fro. 

Little Ellie sits alone, 
And the smile she softly uses 
Fills the silence like a speech. 
While she thinks what shall be done. 
And the sweetest pleasure chooses 
For her future within reach. 
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The Swan's Nest ^7 

Little Ellie in her smile 
Chooses — "I will have a lover, 
Riding on a steed of steeds ! 
He shall love me without guile, 
And to him I will discover 
The swan's nest among the reeds. 

"And the steed shall be red-roan, 
And the lover shall be noble, 
With an eye that takes the breath ; 
And the lute he plays upon, 
Shall strike ladies into trouble. 
As his sword strikes men to death. 

" And the steed it shall be shod 
All in silver, housed in azure. 

And the mane shall swim the wind ; 
And the hoofs along the sod 

Shall flash onward and keep measure. 
Till the shepherds look behind. 

" But my lover will not prize 
All the glory that he rides in, 
When he gazes in my face : 
He will say, * O Love, thine eyes 
Build the shrine my soul abides in. 
And I kneel here for thy grace ! ' 
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)8 The Swan's Nest 

" Then, ay, then he shall kneel low, 
With the red-roan steed anear him 
Which shall seem to understand, 
Till I answer * Rise and go ! 

For the world must love and fear him 
Whom I gift with heart and hand/ 

" Then he will arise so pale, 
I shall feel my own lips tremble 
With a yes I must not say, 
Nathless maiden-brave, * Farewell,' 
I will utter, and dissemble — 
* Light to-morrow with to-day ! ' 

" Then he *11 ride among the hills 
To the wide world past the river, 
There to put away all wrong ; 
To make straight distorted wills. 
And to empty the broad quiver 
Which the wicked bear along. 

" Three times shall a young foot-page 
Swim the stream and climb the moun* 
tain 
And kneel down beside my feet — 
* Lo, my master sends this gage, 
Lady, for thy pity's counting ! 
What wilt thou exchange for it ? * 
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" And the first time, I will send 
A white rosebud for a guerdon, 
And the second time, a glove ; 
But the third time — I may bend 

From my pride, and answer — * Pardon, 
If he comes to take my love.' 

" Then the young foot-page will run, 
Then my lover will ride faster, 
Till he kneeleth at my knee : 
* I am a duke's eldest son. 
Thousand serfs do call me master, 
But, O Love, I love but thee ! ' 

" He will kiss me on the mouth 
Then, and lead me as a lover 

Through the crowds that praise his 
deeds : 
And, when soul-tied by one troth 
Unto him I will discover 
That swan's nest among the reeds." 

Little Ellie, with her smile 
Not yet ended, rose up gayly. 

Tied the bonnet, donned the shoe. 
And went homeward, round a mile. 
Just to see, as she did daily, 
What more eggs were with the two. 
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4P Bertha in the Lane 

Pushing through the elm-tree copse, 
Winding up the stream, light-hearted, 
Where the osier pathway leads, 
Past the boughs she stoops — and stops. 
Lo, the wild swan had deserted, 
And a rat had gnawed the reeds. 

EUie went home sad and slow. 
If she found the lover ever, 
With his red-roan steed of steeds. 
Sooth I know not ; but I know 
She could never show him — never, 
That swan's nest among the reeds ! 



BERTHA IN THE LANE. 

||a^^UT the broidery-frame away, 
Mji^U For my sewing is all done : 
IgS^I^I The last thread is used to-day, 

And I need not join it on. 
Though the clock stands at the noon, 
I am weary. I have sewn, 
Sweet, for thee, a wedding-gown. 

Sister, help me to the bed. 
And stand near me, Dearest-sweet. 
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Do not shrink nor be afraid, 

Blushing with a sudden heat ! 
No one standeth in the street ? — 
By God's love I go to meet, 
Love I thee with love complete. 

Lean thy face down ; drop it in 

These two hands, that I may hold 
'Twixt their palms thy cheek and chin, 

Stroking back the curls of gold ; 
T is a fair, fair face, in sooth — 
Larger eyes and redder mouth 
Than mine were in my first youth. 

Thou art younger by seven years — 
Ah ! — so bashful at my gaze. 

That the lashes, hung with tears, 
Grow too heavy to upraise ? 

I would wound thee by no touch 

Which thy shyness feels as such. 

Dost thou mind me, Dear, so much ? 

Have I not been nigh a mother 
To thy sweetness — tell me. Dear ? 

Have we not loved one another 
Tenderly, from year to year, 

Since our dying mother mild 
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Said with accents undefiled, 

" Child, be mother to this child ? *' 

Mother, mother, up in heaven, 

Stand up on the jasper sea, 
And be witness I have given 

All the gifts required of me, — 
Hope that blessed me, bliss that crowned. 
Love that left me with a wound, 
Life itself that turneth round I 

Mother, mother, thou art kind, 
Thou art standing in the room, 

In a molten glory shrined 
That rays off into the gloom ! 

But thy smile is bright and bleak 

Like cold waves — I cannot speak, 

I sob in it, and grow weak. 

Ghostly mother, keep aloof 
One hoiu* longer from my soul, 

For I still am thinking of 

Earth's warm-beating joy and dole I 

On my finger is a ring 

Which I still see glittering, 

When the night hides everything. 
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Little sister, thou art pale ! 

Ah, I have a wandering brain — 
But I lose that fever-bale. 

And my thoughts grow calm again. 
Lean down closer — closer still I 
I have words thine ear to fill. 
And would kiss thee at my wilL 

Dear, I heard thee in the spring, 
Thee and Robert — through the trees, — 

When we all went gathering 

Boughs of May-bloom for the bees. 

Do not start so ! think instead 

How the sunshine overhead 

Seemed to trickle through the shade. 

What a day it was, that day I 

Hills and vales did openly 
Seem to heave and throb away 

At the sight of the great sky : 
And the silence as it stood 
In the glory's golden flood, 
Audibly did bud, and bud. 

Through the winding hedgerows green, 
How we wandered, I and you. 

With the bowery tops shut in. 

And the gates that showed the view ! 
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How we talked there ! thrushes soft 
Sang our praises out, or oft 
Bleatings took them from the croft : 

Till the pleasure grown too strong 

Left me muter evermore, 
And, the winding road being long, 

I walked out of sight, before. 
And so, wrapt in musings fond, 
Issued (past the wayside pond) 
On the meadow-lands beyond. 

I sate down beneath the beech 
Which leans over to the lane, 
And the far sound of your speech 

Did not promise any pain ; 
And I blessed you full and free, 
With a smile stooped tenderly 
0*er the May-flowers on my knee. 

But the sound grew into word 

As the speakers drew more near — 
Sweet, forgive me that I heard 

What you wished me not to hear. 
Do not weep so, do not shake. 
Oh, — I heard thee, Bertha, make 
Good true answers for my sake. 
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Yes, and he too ! let him stand 

In thy thoughts untouched by blame. 

Could he help it, if my hand 

He had claimed with hasty claim ? 

That was wrong perhaps — but then 

Such things be — and will, again. 

Women cannot judge for men. 

Had he seen thee, when he swore 
He would love but me alone ? 

Thou wert absent, sent before 
To our kin in Sidmouth town. 

When he saw thee who art best 

Past compare, and loveliest. 

He but judged thee as the rest. 

Could we blame him with grave words, 
Thou and I, Dear, if we might ? 

Thy brown eyes have looks like birds. 
Flying straightway to the light : 

Mine are older. — Hush ! — look out — 

Up the street ! Is none without ? 

How the poplar swings about I 

And that hour — beneath the beech, 

When I listened in a dream, 
And he said in his deep speech. 

That he owed me all esteem, — 
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Each word swam in on my brain 

With a dim, dilating pain, 

Till it burst with that last strain. 

I fell flooded with a dark. 

In the silence of a swoon. 
When I rose, still cold and stark, 

There was night ; I saw the moon 
And the stars, each in its place. 
And the May-blooms on the grass, 
Seemed to wonder what I was. 

And I walked as if apart 

From myself, when I could stand, 
And I pitied my own heart, 

As if I held it in my hand, 
Somewhat coldly — with a sense 
Of fulfilled benevolence, 
And a " Poor thing " negligence. 

And I answered coldly too. 

When you met me at the door ; 
And I only heard the dew 

Dripping from thee to the floor : 
And the flowers I bade you see. 
Were too withered for the bee, — 
As my life, henceforth, for me. 
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Do not weep so — Dear — heart-warm 1 

All was best as it befell. 
If I say he did me harm, 

I speak wild, — I am not well. 
All his words were kind and good — 
He esteemed me I Only, blood 
Runs so faint in womanhood. 

Then I always was too grave, — 
Liked the saddest ballad smig, — 

With that look, besides, we have 
In our faces, who die young. 

I had died. Dear, all the same ; 

Life's long, joyous, jostling game 

Is too loud for my meek shame. 

We are so unlike each other, 
Thou and I, that none could guess 

We were children of one mother. 
But for mutual tenderness. 

Thou art rose-lined from the cold. 

And meant, verily, to hold 

Life's pure pleasures manifold. 

I am pale as crocus grows 
Close beside a rose-tree's root ; 
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Whosoe'er would reach the rose, 

Treads the crocus underfoot. 
I, like May-bloom on thorn-tree, 
Thou, like merry summer bee, — 
Fit, that I be plucked for thee ! 

Yet who plucks me ? — no one mourns, 

I have lived my season out, 
And now die of my own thorns 

Which I could not live without. 
Sweet, be merry I How the light 
Comes and goes ! If it be night, 
Keep the candles in my sight. 

Are there footsteps at the door ? 

Look out quickly. Yea, or nay ? 
Some one might be waiting for 

Some last word that I might say. 
Nay ? So best ! — so angels would 
Stand off clear from deathly road, 
Not to cross the sight of God. 

Colder grow my hands and feet 
When I wear the shroud I made, 

Let the folds lie straight and neat. 
And the rosemary be spread, 
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That if any friend should come, 
(To see thee, Sweet !) all the room 
May be lifted out of gloom. 

And, dear Bertha, let me keep 

On my hand this little ring, 
Which at nights, when others sleep, 

I can still see glittering. 
Let me wear it out of sight, 
In the grave — where it will light 
All the dark up, day and night. 

On that grave drop not a tear ! 

Else, though fathom-deep the place, 
Through the woollen shroud I wear 

I shall feel it on my face. 
Rather smile there, blessed one, 
Thinking of me in the sun, 
Or forget me — smiling on ! 

Art thou near me ? nearer ! so — 

Kiss me close upon the eyes, 
That the earthly light may go 
Sweetly, as it used to rise, 
When I watched the morning-gray 
Strike, betwixt the hills, the way 
He was sure to come that day. 



Digitized by 



Google 



$0 Lessons from the Gorse 

So, — no more vain words be said I 

The hosannas nearer roll. 
Mother, smile now on thy dead, 
I am death-strong in my soul. 
Mystic Dove alit on cross, 
Guide the poor bird of the snows 
Through the snow-wind above loss I 

Jesus, Victim, comprehending 
Love's divine self-abnegation. 

Cleanse my love in its self-spending. 
And absorb the poor libation I 

Wind my thread of life up higher, 

Up, through angels* hands of fire ! 

I aspire while I expire. 



LESSONS FROM THE GORSE. 

* To win the secret of a weed's plain heart*' 

Lowell. 

OUNTAIN gorses, ever golden, 
Cankered not the whole year 
long! 

Do ye teach us to be strong, 
Howsoever pricked and holden 
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Like your thorny blooms, and so 
Trodden on by rain and snow, 
Up the hill-side of this life, as bleak as 
where ye grow ? 

Mountain blossoms, shining blossoms, 
Do ye teach us to be glad 
When no summer can be had, 
Blooming in our inward bosoms ? 
Ye, whom God preserveth still. 
Set as lights upon a hill. 
Tokens to the wintry earth that Beauty 
liveth still I 

Mountain gorses, do ye teach us 
From that academic chair, 
Canopied with azure air, 
That the wisest word man reaches 
Is the humblest he can speak ? 
Ye, who live on mountain peak, 
Yet live low along the ground, beside the 
grasses meek I 

Moimtain gorses, since Linnaeus 
Knelt beside you on the sod. 
For your beauty thanking Gbd, — 
For your teaching, ye should see us 
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Bowing in prostration new I 
Whence arisen, — if one or two 
Drops be on our cheeks — O world, they 
are not tears but dew. 



THE LADY'S YES. 

ES," I answered you last night; 
" No," this morning, sir, I say. 
Colors seen by candle-light 
Will not look the same by day. 

When the viols played their best. 
Lamps above, and laughs below, 

Zove me sounded like a jest. 
Fit for yes or fit for no. 

Call me false or call me free. 
Vow, whatever light may shine. 

No man on your face shall see 
Any grief for change on mine. 

Yet the sin is on us both ; 

Time to dance is not to woo ; 
Wooing light makes fickle troth, 

Scorn of me recoils on you. 
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Learn to win a lady's faith 
Nobly, as the thing is high, 

Bravely, as for life and death, 
With a loyal gravity. 

Lead her from the festive boards. 
Point her to the starry skies, 

Guard her, by your truthful words, 
Pure from courtship's flatteries. 

By your truth she shall be true, 
Ever true, as wives of yore ; 

And her yes, once said to you, 
Shall be Yes forevermore. 

A MAN'S REQUIREMENTS. 

OVE me, sweet, with all thou art. 
Feeling, thinking, seeing — 
Love me in the lightest part. 
Love me in full being. 

Love me with thine open youth 

In its frank surrender ; 
With the vowing of thy mouth, 

With its silence tender. 
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Love me with thine azure eyes, 
Made for earnest granting ! 

Taking color from the skies, 
Can Heaven's truth be wanting ? 

Love me with their lids, that fall 

Snow-like at first meeting. 
Love me with thine heart, that all 

The neighbors then see beating. 

Love me with thine hand stretched out 

Freely, open-minded. 
Love me with thy loitering foot, 

Hearing one behind it. 

Love me with thy voice, that turns 

Sudden faint above me ; 
Love me with thy blush that burns 

When I murmur, Zove me / 

Love me with thy thinking soul, 

Break it to love-sighing ; 
Love me with thy thoughts that roll, 

On through living, dpng. 

Love me in thy gorgeous airs. 
When the world has crowned thee 
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Love me, kneeling at thy prayers, 
With the angels round thee. 

Love me pure, as musers do. 

Up the woodlands shady. 
Love me gayly, fast, and true, 

As a winsome lady. 

Through all hopes that keep us brave. 

Further off or nigher, 
Love me for the house and grave, 

And for something higher. 

Thus, if thou wilt prove me, dear. 

Woman's love no fable, 
I will love thee — half-a-year — 

As a man is able. 



A YEAR'S SPINNING. 

E listened at the porch that day, 
To hear the wheel go on, and 
on : 
And then it stopped — ran back away — 
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While through the door he brought the 

sun 
But now my spinnmg is all done. 

He sat beside me, with an oath 
That love ne'er ended, once begun. 

I smiled — believing for us both. 
What was the truth for only one. 
And now my spinning is all done. 

My mother cursed me that I heard 
A young man's wooing as I spim. 

Thanks, cruel mother, for that word. 
For I have, since, a harder known : 
And now my spinning is all done. 

I thought — O God ! my first-bom's cry 
Both voices to mine ear would drown. 

I listened in mine agony — 
It was the silence made me groan I 
And now my spinning is all done. 

Bury me 'twixt my mother's grave, 
(Who cursed me on her death-bed lone) 

And my dead baby's, (God it save !) 
Who, not to bless me, would not moan. 
And now my spinning is all done. 
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A stone upon my heart and head, 
But no name written on the stone ! 

Sweet neighbors, whisper low instead, 
" This sinner was a loving one. 
And now her spinning is all done." 

And let the door ajar remain. 
In case he should pass by anon ; 

And leave the wheel out very plain, 
That he, when passing in the sun. 
May see the spinning is all done. 



TO FLUSH, MY DOG. 

OVING friend, the gift of one 
Who her own true faith has run, 
Through thy lower nature,^ 
Be my benediction said 
With my hand upon thy head, 
Gentle fellow-creature ! 

1 This dog was the gift of my dear and admired friend, 
Mbs Mitford, and belongs to the beautiful race she has 
rendered celebrated among English and American read- 
ers. The Flushes have their laurels as well as the 
Caesars — the chief difference (at least the very head and 
front of it) consisting, perhaps, in the bald head of the 
latter under the crown. — 1844. 
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Like a lady^s ringlets brown, 
Flow thy silken ears adown 

Either side demurely 
Of thy silver-suited breast, 
Shining out from all the rest 

Of thy body purely. 

Darkly brown thy body is, 
Till the sunshine striking this 

Alchemize its dulness. 
When the sleek curls manifold 
Flash all over into gold, 

With a burnished fulness. 

Underneath my stroking hand, 
Startled eyes of hazel bland 

Kindling, growing larger. 
Up thou leapest with a spring, 
Full of prank and curveting, 

Leaping like a charger. 

Leap 1 thy broad tail waves a light. 
Leap ! thy slender feet are bright. 

Canopied in fringes. 
Leap — those tasselled ears of thine 
Flicker strangely, fair and fine, 

Down their golden inches. 
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To Flush, my Dog 59 

Yet, my pretty, sportive friend, 
Little is 't to such an end 

That I praise thy rareness ! 
Other dogs may be thy peers 
Haply in these drooping ears, 

And this glossy fairness. 

But of thee it shall be said, 
This dog watched beside a bed 

Day and night unweary. 
Watched within a curtained room, 
Where no sunbeam brake the gloom 

Round the sick and dreary. 

Roses, gathered for a vase, 
In that chamber died apace, 

Beam and breeze resigning ; 
This dog only, waited on. 
Knowing that when light is gone 

Love remains for shining. 

Other dogs in Xhymy dew 

Tracked the hares and followed through 

Sunny moor or meadow ; 
This dog only crept and crept 
Next a languid cheek that slept, 

Sharing in the shadow. 
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Other dogs of loyal cheer 
Bounded at the whistle clear, 

Up the woodside hieing ; 
This dog only watched in reach 
Of a faintly uttered speech, 

Or a louder sighing. 

And if one or two quick tears 
Dropped upon his glossy ears, 

Or a sigh came double. 
Up he sprang in eager haste. 
Fawning, fondling, breathing fast, 

In a tender trouble. 

And this dog was satisfied 

If a pale thin hand would glide 

Down his dewlaps sloping — 
Which he pushed his nose within, 
After, — platforming his chin 

On the palm left open. 

This dog, if a friendly voice 
Call him now to blither choice 

Than such chamber-keeping, 
" Come out ! " praying from the door, ■ 
Presseth backward as before. 

Up against me leaping. 
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Therefore to this dog will I, 
Tenderly not scornfully, 

Render praise and favor : 
With my hand upon his head, 
Is my benediction said, 

Therefore, and forever. 

And because he loves me so, 
Better than his kind will do 

Often, man or woman, 
Give I back more love again 
Than dogs often take of men. 

Leaning from my Human. 

Blessings on thee, dog of mine. 
Pretty collars make thee fine, 

Sugared milk make fat thee ! 
Pleasures wag on in thy tail. 
Hands of gentle motion fail 

Nevermore, to pat thee 1 

Downy pillow take thy head, 
Silken coverlid bestead. 

Sunshine help thy sleeping I 
No fly's buzzing wake thee up. 
No man break thy purple cup, 

Set for drinking deep in. 
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Whiskered cats arointed flee, 
Sturdy stoppers keep from thee 

Cologne distillations ; 
Nuts lie in thy path for stones, 
And thy feast-day macaroons 

Turn to daily rations ! 

Mock I thee, in wishing weal ? 
Tears are in my eyes to feel 

Thou art made so straitly, 
Blessing needs must straiten too, • 
Little canst thou joy or do, 

Thou who lovest greatly. 

Yet be blessed to the height 
Of all good and all delight 

Pervious to thy nature ; 
Only loved beyond that line, 
With a love that answers thine, 

Loving fellow-creature 1 
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THE DESERTED GARDEN. 

MIND me in the days departed, 
How often, underneath the sun, 
With childish bounds I used to 
run 
To a garden long deserted. 

The beds and walks were vanished quite ; 
And wheresoever had struck the spade, 
The greenest grasses Nature laid. 
To sanctify her right. 

I called the place my wilderness. 
For no one entered there but I. 
The sheep looked in, the grass to espy, 
And passed it nevertheless. 

The trees were interwoven wild. 
And spread their boughs enough about 
To keep both sheep and shepherd out. 
But not a happy child. 

Adventurous joy it was for me ! 
I crept beneath the boughs, and found 
A circle smooth of mossy ground 
Beneath a poplar tree. 
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Old garden rose-trees hedged it in, 
Bedropt with roses waxen-white 
Well satisfied with dew and light 
And careless to be seen. 

Long years ago it might befall, 
When all the garden flowers were trim, 
The grave old gardener prided him 
On these the most of all. 

Some lady, stately overmuch, 
Here moving with a silken noise, 
Has blushed beside them at the voice 
That likened her to such. 

And these, to make a diadem, 
She often may have plucked and twined, 
Half-smiling as it came to mind 
That few would look at them. 

Oh, little thought that lady proud, 
A child would watch her fair white rose, 
When buried lay her whiter brows. 
And silk was changed for shroud ! 

Nor thought that gardener, (full of scorns 
For men unlearned and simple phrase,) 
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A child would bring it all its praise, 
By creeping through the thorns ! 

To me upon my low moss seat, 
Though never a dream the roses sent 
Of science or love's compliment, 
I ween they smelt as sweet. 

It did not move my grief to see 
The trace of human step departed. 
Because the garden was deserted, 
The blitiier place for me ! 

Friends, blame me not ! a narrow ken, 
Has childhood 'twixt the sun and sward : 
We draw the moral afterward, — 
We feel the gladness then. 

And gladdest hours for me did glide 
In silence at the rose-tree wall. 
A thrush made gladness musical 
Upon the other side. 

Nor he nor I did e'er incline 
To peck or pluck the blossoms white. 
How should I know but roses might 
Lead lives as glad as mine ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



66 The Deserted Garden 

To make my hermit-home complete, 
I brought clear water from the spring 
Praised in its own low murmuring — 
And cresses glossy wet 

And so, I thought, my likeness grew 
(Without the melancholy tale) 
To " gentle hermit of the dale," 
And Angelina too. 

For oft I read within my nook 
Such minstrel stories ; till the breeze 
Made sounds poetic in the trees — 
And then I shut the book. 

If I shut this wherein I write 
I hear no more the wind athwart 
Those trees, nor feel that childish heart 
Delighting in delight. 

My childhood from my life is parted, 
My footstep from the moss which drew 
Its fairy circle round : anew 
The garden is deserted. 

Another thrush may there rehearse 
The madrigals which sweetest are ; 
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No more for me ! myself afar 
Do sing a sadder verse. 

Ah me, ah me I when erst I lay 
In that child's-nest so greenly wrought, 
I laughed unto myself and thought 
" The time will pass away." 

And still I laughed, and did not fear 
But that, whene'er was passed away 
The childish time, some happier play 
My womanhood would cheer. 

I knew the time would pass away. 
And yet, beside the rose-tree wall. 
Dear God, how seldom, if at all, 
Did I look up to pray ! 

The time is past ; — and now that grows 
The C)rpress high among the trees, 
And I behold white sepulchres 
As well as the white rose — 

When graver, meeker thoughts are given, 
And I have learnt to lift my face, 
Reminded how earth's greenest place 
The color draws from heaven — 
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It something saith for earthly pain, 
But more for heavenly promise free, 
That I who was, would shrink to be 
That happy child again. 

HECTOR IN THE GARDEN. 

BINE years old ! The first of any 
Seem the happiest years that 
come. 

Yet when I was nine, I said 
No such word ! I thought instead 
That the Greeks had used as many 
In besieging Iliimi. 

Nine green years had scarcely brought me 

To my childhood's haunted spring. 

I had life, like flowers and bees 

In betwixt the country trees. 
And the sun the pleasure taught me 

Which he teacheth everything. 

If the rain fell, there was sorrow. 
Little head leant on the pane. 
Little finger drawing down it 
The long trailing drops upon it, 
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And the " Rain, rain, come to-morrow," 
Said for charm against the rain. 

Such a charm was right Canidian 
Though you meet it with a jeer ! 
If I said it long enough, 
Then the rain himmied dimly off, 

And the thrush with his pure Lydian 
Was left only to the ear ; 

And the sun and I together 

Went a-rushing out of doors ! 

We, our tender spirits, drew 

Over hill and dale in view. 
Glimmering hither, glimmering thither, 

In the footsteps of the showers. 

Underneath the chestnuts dripping. 
Through the grasses wet and fair. 
Straight I sought my garden-ground. 
With the laurel on the mound, 

And the pear-tree over-sweeping 
A side-shadow of green air. 

In the garden lay supinely 
A huge giant wrought of spade 1 
Arms and legs were stretched at length 
In a passive giant strength — 
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The fine meadow turf, cut finely, 
Round them laid and interlaid. 



Call him Hector, son of Priam ! 

Such his title and degree. 

With my rake I smoothed his brow, 

Both his cheeks I weeded through. 
But a rhymer such as I am. 

Scarce can sing his dignity. 

Eyes of gentianellas azure. 

Staring, winking at the skies. 

Nose of gillyflowers and box. 

Scented grasses put for locks. 
Which a little breeze, at pleasure, 

Set a-waving round his eyes. 

Brazen helm of daffodillies 
With a glitter toward the light. 
Purple violets for the mouth. 
Breathing perfumes west and south ; 

And a sword of flashing lilies, 
Holden ready for the fight. 

And a breast-plate made of daisies, 
Closely fitting, leaf on leaf. 
Periwinkles interlaced 
Drawn for belt about the waist ; 
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While the brown bees, humming praises, 
Shot their arrows round the chief. 

And who knows, (I sometimes wondered,) 

If the disembodied soul 

Of old Hector, once of Troy, 

Might not take a dreary joy 
Here to enter — if it thundered, 

Rolling up the thunder-roU ? 

Rolling this way from Troy-ruin, 

In this body rude and rife 

Just to enter, and take rest 

'Neath the daisies of the breast : 
They, with tender roots, renewing 

His heroic heart to life ? 

Who could know ? I sometimes started 

At a motion or a sound ! 

Did his mouth speak — naming Troy, 

With an oTorororoi ? 
Did the pulse of the Strong-hearted 

Make the daisies tremble-round ? 

It was hard to answer, often : 
But the birds sang in the tree — 
But the little birds sang bold 
In the pear-tree green and old. 
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And my terror seemed to soften 
Through the courage of their glee. 

Oh, the birds, the tree, the ruddy 
And white blossoms, sleek with rain ! 
Oh, my garden, rich with pansies I 
Oh, my childhood^s bright romances 

All revive, like Hector's body. 
And I see them stir again ! 

And despite life's changes, chances, 
And despite the death-belPs toll. 
They press on me in full seeming I 
Help, some angel I stay this dreaming ! 

As the birds sang in the branches, 
Sing God's patience through my soul ! 

That no dreamer, no neglecter 
Of the present's work unsped, 
I may wake up and be doing, 
Life's heroic ends pursuing. 

Though my past is dead as Hector, 
And though Hector is twice dead. 
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COWPER»S GRAVE. 

T is a place where poets crowned 
may feel the heart's decay- 
ing; 
a place where happy saints may 
weep amid their praying. 
Yet let the grief and humbleness, as low 

as silence, languish ; 
Earth surely now may give her calm to 
whom she gave her anguish. 

O poets, from a maniac's tongue was 

poured the deathless singing ! 
O Chrbtians, at your cross of hope, a 

hopeless hand was clinging ! 
O men, this man in brotherhood your 

weary paths beguiling. 
Groaned inly while he taught you peace, 

and died while ye were smiling 1 

And now, what time ye all' may read 
through dimming tears his story, 

How discord on the music fell, and dark- 
ness on the glory ; 
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And how when, one by one, sweet sounds 
and wandering lights departed, 

He wore no less a loving face because so 
broken-hearted ; 

He shall be strong to sanctify the poet's 

high vocation, 
And bow the meekest Christian down in 

meeker adoration. 
Nor ever shall he be, in praise, by wise or 

good forsaken, 
Named softly as the household name of 

one whom God hath taken. 

With quiet sadness and no gloom I learn 

to think upon him ; 
With meekness that is gratefulness to God 

whose heaven hath won him. 
Who suffered once the madness-cloud to 

His own love to blind him. 
But gently led the blind along where 

breath and bird could find him ; 

And wrought within his shattered brain 
such quick poetic senses 

As hills have language for, and stars, har- 
monious influences. 
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The pulse of dew upon the grass, kept his 
withm its number, 

And silent shadows- from the trees re- 
freshed him like a slumber. 

Wild timid hares were drawn from woods 

to share his home-caresses, 
Uplooking to his human eyes with sylvan 

tendernesses. 
The very world, by God's constraint, from 

falsehood's ways removing, 
Its women and its men became, beside 

him, true and loving. 

And though, in blindness, he remained 

unconscious of that guiding, 
And things provided came without the 

sweet sense of providing, 
He testified this solemn truth, while 

frenzy desolated, 
— Nor man nor nature satisfy whom only 

God created. 

Like a sick child that knoweth not his 
mother while she blesses 

And drops upon his burning brow the 
coolness of her kisses — 
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That turns his fevered eyes around — " My 
mother ! where 's my mother ? " — 

As if such tender words and deeds could 
come from any other I — 

The fever gone, with leaps of heart he sees 

her bending o'er him, 
Her face all pale from watchful love, the 

unweary love she bore him ! — 
Thus woke the poet from the dream his 

life's long fever gave him, 
Beneath those deep pathetic Eyes, which 

closed in death to save him. 

Thus ? oh, not thus ! no type of earth can 

image that awaking. 
Wherein he scarcely heard the chant of 

seraphs round him breaking. 
Or felt the new immortal throb of soul 

from body parted. 
But felt those eyes alone, and knew — 

" My Saviour ! not deserted ! " 

Deserted ! Who hath dreamt that when 
the cross in darkness rested, 

Upon the Victim's hidden face, no love 
was manifested ? 
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What frantic hands outstretched have e'er 
the atoning drops averted ? 

What tears have washed them from the 
soul, that one should be deserted ? 

Deserted ! God could separate from His 

own essence rather ; 
And Adam's sins have swept between the 

righteous Son and Father. 
Yea, once, ImmanuePs orphaned cry his 

universe hath shaken — 
It went up single, echoless, " My God, I 

am forsaken ! " 

It went up from the Holy's lips amid his 

lost creation, 
That, of the lost, no son should use those 

words of desolation ! 
That earth's worst frenzies, marring hope, 

should mar not hope's fruition. 
And I, on Cowper's grave, should see his 

rapture in a vision. 
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THE POET AND THE BIRD. 

A FABLE. 



AID a people to a poet — " Go out 
from among us straightway ! 
While we are thinking earUily 
things, thou singest of divine. 
There 's a little fair brown nightingale, 
who, sitting in the gateway, 
Makes fitter music to our ear, than any 
song of thine 1 " 

The poet went out weeping; the night- 
ingale ceased chanting, 
" Now, wherefore, O thou nightingale, 
is all thy sweetness done ? " 
— "I cannot sing my earthly things, the 
heavenly poet wanting, 
Whose highest harmony includes the 
lowest under sun." 



The poet went out weeping, and died 
abroad, bereft there. 
The bird flew to his grave and died 
amid a thousand wails. 
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And, when I last came by the place, I 
swear the music left there 
Was only of the poet's song, and not 
the nightingale's. 



THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN. 

Mbdea. 



go ye hear the children weeping, 
O my brothers, 
Ere the sorrow comes with 
years ? 
They are leaning their young heads against 
then: mothers, 
And that cannot stop their tears. 
The young lambs are bleating in the 
meadows. 
The young birds are chirping in the 
nest, 
The young fawns are playing with the 
shadows, 
The young flowers are blowing toward 
the west — 
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But the young, young children, O my 
brothers. 
They are weeping bitterly 1 
They are weeping in the playtime of the 
others, 

In the country of the free. 

Do you question the young children in the 
sorrow. 
Why their tears are falling so ? 
The old man may weep for his to - mor- 
row 

Which is lost in Long Ago. 
The old tree is leafless in the forest. 

The old year is ending in the frost, 
The old wound, if stricken, is the sorest, 

The old hope is hardest to be lost : 
But the young, young children, O my 
brothers. 

Do you ask them why they stand 
Weeping sore before the bosoms of their 
mothers. 

In our happy Fatherland ? 

They look up with their pale and sunken 
faces. 

And their looks are sad to see. 
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For the man's hoary anguish draws and 
presses 

Down the cheeks of infancy. 
"Your old earth," they say, "is very 
dreary ; 
Our young feet," they say, " are very 
weak! 
Few paces have we taken, yet are weary — 

Our grave-rest is very far to seek. 
Ask the aged why they weep, and not the 
children ; 

For the outside earth is cold ; 
And we young ones stand without, in our 
bewildering. 

And the graves are for the old." 

" True," say the children, " it may happen 

That we die before our time : 
Little Alice died last year — her grave is 
shapen 

Like a snowball, in the rime. 
We looked into the pit prepared to take 
her: 
Was no room for any work in the close 
clay! 
From the sleep wherein she lieth none 
will wake her. 
Crying, " Get up, little Alice, it is day." 
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If you listen by that grave, in sun and 
shower, 
With your ear down, little Alice never 
cries. 
Could we see her face, be sure we should 

not know her. 
For the smile has time for growing in her 

eyes. 
And merry go her moments, lulled and 
stilled in 
The shroud by the kirk-chime ! 
"It is good when it happens," say the 
children, 

" That we die before our time." 

Alas, alas, the children ! they are seeking 

Death in life, as best to have. 
They are binding up their hearts away 
from breaking 
With a cerement from the grave. 
Go out, children, from the mine and from 
the city, 
Sing out, children, as the little thrushes 
do; 
Pluck your handfuls of the meadow-cow- 
slips pretty. 
Laugh aloud, to feel your fingers let 
them through ! 
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But they answer, " Are your cowslips of 
the meadows 

Like our weeds anear the mine ? 
Leave us quiet in the dark of the coal- 
shadows, 

From your pleasures fair and fine ! 

"For oh," say the children, "we are 
weary 

And we cannot run or leap ; 
If we cared for any meadows, it were 
merely 
To drop down in them and sleep. 
Our knees tremble sorely in the stooping. 

We fall upon our faces, trying to go ; 
And, underneath our heavy eyelids droop- 
ing, 
The reddest flower would look as pale 
as snow, 
For, all day, we drag our burdens tiring 
Through the coal -dark, under- 
ground ; 
Or, all day, we drive the wheels of iron 
In the factories, round and round. 

" For, all day, the wheels are droning, 
turning : 

Their wind comes in our faces, 
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Till our hearts turn, our heads with pulses 
burning, 

And the walls turn in their places : 
Turns the sky in the high window blank 
and reeling, 
Turns the long light that drops adown 
the wall, 
Turn the black flies that crawl along the 
ceiling. 
All are turning, all the day, and we with 
all. 
And all day, the iron wheels are droning, 

And sometimes we could pray, 
" O ye wheels," (breaking out in a mad 
moaning) 

" Stop ! be silent for to-day ! " 

Ay ! be silent ! Let them hear each other 
breathing 

For a moment, mouth to mouth ! 
Let them touch each other's hands, in a 
fresh wreathing 

Of their tender human youth ! 
Let them feel that this cold metallic 
motion 
Is not all the life God fashions or re- 
veals. 
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Let them prove their living souls against 
the notion 
That they live in you, or under you, 
O wheels I 
Still, all day, the iron wheels go onward, 
Grinding life down from its mark ; 
And the children's souls, which God is 
calling sunward, 

Spin on blindly in the dark. 

Now tell the poor young children, O my 
brothers. 

To look up to Him and pray ; 
So the blessM One who blesseth all the 
others, 
Will bless them another day. 
They answer, " Who is God that He should 
hear us. 
While the rushing of the iron wheel is 
stirred ? 
When we sob aloud, the human creatures 
near us. 
Pass by, hearing not, or answer not a 
word. 
And we hear not (for the wheels in their 
resounding) 

Strangers speaking at the door ; 
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Is it likely God, with angels singing round 
Him, 

Hears our weeping any more ? 

"Two words, indeed, of praying we re- 
member. 

And at midnight's hour of harm, 
*Our Father,' looking upward in the 
chamber. 
We say softly for a charm.* 
We know no other words, except *Our 
Father,' 
And we think that, in some pause of 
angels' song, 
God may pluck them with the silence 
sweet to gather. 
And hold both within His right hand 
which is strong. 
' Our Father T If He heard us, He would 
surely 
(For they call Him good and mild) 

1 A fact rendered pathetically historical by Mr. 
Home's report of his commission. The name of the poet 
of " Orion " and " Cosmo de* Medici " has, however, a 
change of associations, and comes in time to remind me 
that we have some noble poetic heat of literature still — 
however open to the reproach of being somewhat gelid 
in our humanity —1844. 
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Answer, smiling down the steep world 
very purely, 
* Come and rest with me, my child/ 

"But no!" say the children, weeping 
faster, 

" He is speechless as a stone. 
And they tell us, of His image is the 
master 

Who commands us to work on. 
Go to I " say the children — ** up in 
Heaven, 
Dark, wheel-like, tmning clouds are all 
we find. 
Do not mock us ; grief has made us un- 
believing : 
We look up for God, but tears have 
made us blind." 
Do you hear the children weeping and 
disproving, 

O my brothers, what ye preach ? 
For God*s possible is taught by His world's 
loving. 
And the children doubt of each. 

And well may the children weep before 
you I 
They are weary ere they run. 
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They have never seen the sunshine, nor 
the glory, 

Which is brighter than the sun. 
They know the grief of man, without its 
wisdom 
They sink in man's despair, without its 
calm; 
Are slaves, without the liberty in Christ- 
dom. 
Are martyrs, by the pang without the 
palm : 
Are worn, as if with age, yet unretrievingly 
The harvest of its memories cannot 
reap : 
Are orphans of the earthly love and 
heavenly. 
Let them weep ! let them weep ! 

They look up with their pale and sunken 
faces. 

And their look is dread to see. 
For they mind you of their angels in high 
places. 

With eyes turned on Deity. 
" How long," they say, " how long, O cruel 
nation. 
Will you stand, to move the world, on a 
child's heart — 
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Stifle down with a mailed heel its palpita- 
tion, 
And tread onward to your throne amid , 

the mart? 
Our blood splashes upward, O gold- 
heaper, 

And your purple shows your path ! 
But the child's sob in the silence curses 
deeper 
Than the strongman in his wrath." 

THE PET-NAME. 

the name 
Which from their lips seemed a caress. 

Miss Mitford's Dramatic Scenes, 



HAVE a name, a little name, 
Uncadenced for the ear, 
Unhonored by ancestral claim, 



Unsanctified by prayer and psalm 
The solemn font anear. 

It never did, to pages wove 
For gay romance, belong. 
It never dedicate did move 
As " Sacharissa," unto love, — 
" Orinda," unto song. 
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Though I write books it will be read 

Upon the leaves of none, 
And afterward, when I am dead, 
Will ne'er be graved for sight or tread, 

Across my funeral-stone. 

This name, whoever chance to call, 

Perhaps your smile may win. 
Nay, do not smile ! mine eyelids fall 
Over mine eyes, and feel withal 
The sudden tears within. 

Is there a leaf that greenly grows 
Where summer meadows bloom, 
But gathereth the winter snows. 
And changeth to the hue of those, 
If lasting till they come ? 

Is there a word, or jest, or game, 

But time encrusteth round 
With sad associate thoughts the same ? 
And so to me my very name 

Assumes a mournful sound. 

My brother gave that name to me 
When we were children twain ; 
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When names acquired baptismally 
Were hard to utter, as to see 
That life had any pain. 

No shade was on us then, save one 

Of chestnuts from the hill ; 
And through the word our laugh did run 
As part thereof. The mirth being done, 

He calls me by it stilL 

Nay, do not smile ! I hear in it 
What none of you can hear : 
The talk upon the willow seat, 
The bird and wind that did repeat 
Around, our human cheer. 

I hear the birthday's noisy bliss, 

My sisters' woodland glee — 
My father's praise, I did not miss. 
When stooping down he cared to kiss 
The poet at his knee ; 

And voices, which, to name me, aye 

Their tenderest tones were keeping — 
To some I never more can say 
An answer, till God wipes away 
In heaven these drops of weeping. 
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My name to me a sadness wears, 

No murmurs cross my mind. 
Now God be thanked for these thick tears. 
Which show, of those departed years. 

Sweet memories left behind. 

Now God be thanked for years enwrought 

With love which softens yet 
Now God be thanked for every thought 
Which is so tender it has caught 

£arth's guerdon of regret 

Earth saddens, never shall remove, 

Affections purely given ; 
And e*en that mortal grief shall prove 
The immortality of love. 

And heighten it with Heaven. 

HUMAN LIFE'S MYSTERY. 







j|£ sow the glebe, we reap the com. 
We build the house where we 
may rest. 
And then, at moments, suddenly. 
We look up to the great wide sky. 
Inquiring wherefore we were born . . . 
For earnest, or for jest ? 
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The senses folding thick and dark 

About the stifled soul within. 
We guess diviner things beyond, 
And yearn to them with yearning fond ; 
We strike out blindly to a mark 

Believed in, but not seen. 

We vibrate to the pant and thrill 
Wherewith Eternity has curled 

In serpent-twine about God's seat ; 

While, freshening, upward to His feet. 

In gradual growth His full-leaved will 
Expands from world to world. 

And, in the tumult and excess 

Of act and passion under sun. 
We sometimes hear — oh, soft and far. 
As silver star did touch tvith star. 
The kiss of Peace and Righteousness 
Through all things that are done. 

God keeps His holy mysteries 

Just on the outside of man's dream. 
In diapason slow, we think 
To hear their pinions rise and sink. 
While they float pure beneath His eyes, 
Like swans adown a stream. 
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Abstractions, are they, from the forms 

Of His great beauty ? exaltations 
From His great glory ? strong previsions 
Of what we shall be ? intuitions 
Of what we are — in calms and storms. 
Beyond our peace and passions ? 

Things nameless 1 which, in passing so, 
Do stroke us with a subtle grace. 

We say, " Who passes ? " they are dumb. 

We cannot see them go or come. 

Their touches fall soft, cold, as snow 
Upon a blind man's face. 

Yet, touching, so they draw above 

Our common thoughts to Heaven's un- 
known; 

Our daily joy and pain, advance 

To a divine significance : 

Our human love — O mortal love, 
That light is not its own I 

And sometimes horror chills our blood 

To be so near such mystic Things, 
And we wrap round us, for defence. 
Our purple manners, moods of sense, — 
As angels, from the face of God, 
Stand hidden in their wings. 
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And, sometimes, through life's heavy 
swound 
We grope for them! with strangled 
breath 
We stretch our hands abroad and try 
To I'each them in our agony ; 
And widen, so, the broad life-wound 
Which soon is large enough for death. 

A CHILD'S THOUGHT OF GOD. 



HEY say that God lives very high. 

But if you look above the pines 

You cannot see our God ; and why ? 



And if you dig down in the mines 
You never see Him in the gold ; 
Though, from Him, all that 's glory shines. 

God is so good. He wears a fold 

Of heaven and earth across His face — 
Like secrets kept, for love, untold. 

But still I feel that His embrace 
Slides down by thrills, through all things 
made, 
Through sight and sound of every place. 
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As if my tender mother laid 

On my shut lids her kisses' pressure, 
Half-waking me at night, and said 

" Who kissed you through the dark, dear 
guesser ? " 



THE VIRGIN MARV TO THE CHILD JESUS. 

But see the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her babe to rest 

Milton's Hymn on the Nativity. 



3LEEP, sleep, mine Holy One ! 
My flesh, my Lord! — what 

name ? I do not know 

A name that seemeth not too high or low, 

Too far from me or heaven. 
My Jesus, that is best ! that word being 

given 
By the majestic angel whose command 
Was softly as a man's beseeching said, 
When I and all the earth appeared to 
stand 
In the great overflow 
Of light celestial from his wings and head. 
Sleep, sleep, my saving One ! 




Digitized by 



Google 



Virgin Mary to Child Jesus 97 

II. 

And art Thou come for saving, baby- 
browed 

And speechless Bemg — art Thou come 
for saving ? 

The palm that grows beside our door is 
bowed 

By treadings of the low wind from the 
south, 

A restless shadow through the chamber 
waving : 

Upon its bough a bird sings in the sun ; 

But Thou, with that close slumber on Thy 
mouth, 

Dost seem of wind and sun already weary. 

Art come for saving, O my weary One ? 

III. 

Perchance this sleep that shutteth out 
the dreary 

Earth-sounds and motions, opens on Thy 
soul 
High dreams on fire with God ; 

High songs that make the pathways where 
they roll 

More bright than stars do theirs ; and vis- 
ions new 
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Of Thine eternal nature's old abode. 
Suffer this mother's kiss, 
Best thing that earthly is, 
To glide the music and the glory through. 
Nor narrow in thy dream the broad uplift- 
ings 
Of any seraph wing. 
Thus noiseless, thus. Sleep, sleep, my 
dreaming One 1 

IV. 

The slumber of His lips meseems to run 
Through my lips to mine heart, — to all its 

shif tings 
Of sensual life, bringing contrariousness 
In a great calm. I feel, I could lie down 
As Moses did, and die,* — and then live 

most. 
I am 'ware of you, heavenly Presences, 
That stand with your peculiar light un- 

lost. 
Each forehead with a high thought for a 

crown. 
Unsunned i' the sunshine ! I am 'ware. 

Ye throw 

1 It is a Jewish tradition that Moses died of the kisses 
of God's lips. 
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No shade against the wall ! How motion- 
less 
Ye round me with your living statuary, 
While through your whiteness, in and out- 
wardly, 
Continual thoughts of God appear to go, 
Like light's soul in itself. I bear, I bear. 
To look upon the dropt lids of your eyes, 
Though their external shining testifies 
To that beatitude within, which were 
Enough to blast an eagle at his sun. 
I fall not on my sad clay face before ye, — 

I look on His. I know 
My spirit which dilateth with the woe 

Of His mortality, 

May well contain your glory. 

Yea, drop your lids more low. 
Ye are but fellow-worshippers with me I 

Sleep, sleep, my worshipped One I 



We sate among the stalls at Bethlehem. 
The dumb kine from their fodder turning 
them, 

Softened their homed faces 

To almost human gazes 

Toward the newly Born. 
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The simple shepherds from the star-lit 
brooks 
Brought visionary looks, 
As yet in their astonied hearing rung 
The strange, sweet angel-tongue. 
The magi of the East, in sandals worn, 
Knelt reverent, sweeping round, 
With long pale beards, their gifts upon 
the ground. 
The incense, myrrh, and gold 
These baby hands were impotent to hold. 
So, let all earthlies and celestials wait 
Upon Thy royal state. 
Sleep, sleep, my kingly One I 

VI. 

I am not proud — meek angels, ye invest 
New meeknesses to hear such utterance 

rest 
On mortal lips, — " I am not proud " — 

not proud! 
Albeit in my flesh God sent His Son, 
Albeit over Him my head is bowed 
As others bow before Him, still mine heart 
Bows lower than their knees. O centuries 
That roll, in vision, your futurities 
My future grave athwart, — 
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Whose murmurs seem to reach me while I 

keep 
Watch o'er this sleep, — 
Say of me as the Heavenly said — "Thou 

art 
The blessedest of women ! " — blessedest, 
Not holiest, not noblest — no high name, 
Whose height misplaced may pierce me 

like a shame. 
When I sit meek in heaven ! 

For me, for me, 
God knows that I am feeble like the rest ! 
I often wandered forth, more child than 

maiden. 
Among the midnight hills of Galilee 

Whose summits looked heaven-laden. 
Listening to silence as it seemed to be 
God's voice, so soft yet strong — so fain to 

press 
Upon my heart as Heaven did on the 

height. 
And waken up its shadows by a light, 
And show its vileness by a holiness. 
Then I knelt down most silent like the 

night. 
Too self-renounced for fears. 
Raising my small face to the boundless 

blue 
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Whose stars did mix and tremble in my 

tears. 
God heard them falling after — with His 

dew. 

VII. 

So, seeing my corruption, can I see 
This Incorruptible now bom of me, 
This fair new Innocence no sun did chance 
To shine on, (for even Adam was no child) 
Created from my nature all defiled. 
This mystery, from out mine ignorance, — 
Nor feel the blindness, stain, corruption, 

more 
Than others do, or I did heretofore ? 
Can hands wherein such burden pure has 

been. 
Not open with the cry " unclean, imclean," 
More oft than any else beneath the skies ? 

Ah King, ah Christ, ah son I 
The kine, the shepherds, the abased wise. 

Must all less lowly wait 

Than I, upon Thy state. 

Sleep, sleep, my kingly One I 

VIII. 

Art Thou a King, then ? Come, his uni- 
verse. 
Come, crown me Him a King I 
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Pluck rays from all such stars as never 
fling 
Their light where fell a curse, 
And make a crowning for this kingly brow ! 
What is my word ? — Each empyreal 
star 
Sits in a sphere afar 
In shining ambuscade. 
The child-brow, crowned by none. 
Keeps its unchildlike shade. 
Sleep, sleep, my crownless One I 

IX. 

Unchildlike shade ! No other babe doth 
wear 

An aspect very sorrowful, as Thou. 

No small babe-smiles, my watching heart 
has seen, 

To float like speech the speechless lips be- 
tween. 

No dove-like cooing in the golden air. 

No quick short joys of leaping baby- 
hood. 
Alas, our earthly good 

In heaven thought evil, seems too good 
for Thee : 
Yet, sleep, my weary One I 
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X. 

And then the drear sharp tongue of proph- 
ecy, 

With the dread sense of things which shall 
be done, 

Doth smite me inly, like a sword 1 a 
sword ? — 

{That " smites the Shepherd.") Then, I 
think aloud 

The words " despised " — " rejected," — 
every word 

Recoiling into darkness as I view 
The Darling on my knee. 

Bright angels, move not ! lest ye stir the 
cloud 

Betwixt my soul and His futurity ! 

I must not die, with mother's work to do, 
And could not live — and see. 

XI. 

It is enough to bear 
This image still and fair, 
This holier in sleep, 
Than a saint at prayer : 
This aspect of a child 
Who never sinned or smiled ; 
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This Presence in an infant's face ; 
This sadness most like love, 
This love than love more deep, 
This weakness like omnipotence 
It is so strong to move. 
Awful is this watching place. 
Awful what I see from hence — 
A king, without regalia, 
A God, without the thunder, 
A child, without the heart for play ; 
Ay, a Creator, rent asunder 
From His first glory and cast away 
On His own world, for me alone 
To hold in hands credited, cr3dng — Son ! 

XII. 

That tear fell not on Thee, 
Beloved, yet Thou stirrest in Thy slum- 
ber! 
Thou, stirring not for glad sounds out of 

number 
Which through the vibratory palm trees 
run 
From summer wind and bird, 
So quickly hast thou heard 
A tear fall silently ? 
Wak'st thou, O loving One ? 
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AN ISLAND. 
All goeth but Goddis will — Old Poet, 

[|Y dream is of an island place 
Which distant seas keep lonely, 
A little island, on whose face 
The -stars are watchers only. 
Those bright still stars! they need not 

seem 
Brighter or stiller in my dream. 

An island full of hills and dells, 

All nmipled and imeven 
With green recesses, sudden swells, 

And odorous valleys driven 
So deep and straight, that always there 
The wind is cradled to soft air. 

Hills nmning up to heaven for light 
Through woods that half-way ran I 

As if the wild earth mimicked right 
The wilder heart of man. 

Only it shall be greener far 

And gladder than hearts ever are. 

More like, perhaps, that mountain piece 
Of Dante's paradise. 
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Disrupt to an hundred hills like these, 

In falling from the skies ; 
Bringing within it all the roots 
Of heavenly trees and flowers and fruits. 

For saving where the gray rocks strike 

Their javelins up the azure, 
Or where deep fissures, miser-like,. 

Hoard up some fountain treasure, 
(And e'en in them — stoop down and 

hear — 
Leaf sounds with water in your ear !) 

The place is all awave with trees. 
Limes, myrtles purple-beaded, 

Acacias having drunk the lees 
Of the night-dew, faint-headed. 

And wan, gray olive-woods, which seem 

The fittest foliage for a dream. 

Trees, trees on all sides 1 they combine 
Their plumy shades to throw ; 

Through whose clear fruit and blossom 
fine 
Whene'er the sim may go, 

The ground beneath he deeply stains. 

As passing through cathedral-panes. 
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But little needs this earth of ours 
That shining from above her, 

When many Pleiades of flowers 
(Not one lost) star her over, 

The rays of their unnumbered hues 

Being all refracted by the dews. 

Wide-petalled plants that boldly drink 

The Amreeta of the sky ; 
Shut bells, that dull with rapture sink 

And lolling buds, half shy. 
I cannot count them, but between, 
Is room for grass and mosses green, 

And brooks, that glass in different 
strengths 
All colors in disorder. 
Or gathering up their silver lengths. 

Beside their winding border. 
Sleep, haunted through the slumber hid- 
den. 
By lilies white as dreams in Eden. 

Nor think each arched tree with feach 

Too closely interlaces. 
To admit of vistas out of reach. 

And broad moon-lighted places. 
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Upon whose sward the antlered deer 
May view their double image clear. 

For all this island *s creature-full, 

(Kept happy not by halves) 
Mild cows, that at the vine-wreaths pull, 

Then low back at their calves 
With tender lowings, to approve 
The warm mouths milking them for love. 

Free gamesome horses, antelopes, 
And harmless leaping leopards. 

And buffaloes upon the slopes. 
And sheep unruled by shepherds. 

Hares, lizards, hedgehogs, badgers, mice. 

Snakes, squirrels, frogs, and butterflies. 

And birds that live there in a crowd. 
Horned owls, rapt nightingales. 

Larks bold with heaven, and peacocks 
proud. 
Self-sphered in those grand tails ; 

All creatures glad and safe, I deem. 

No guns nor springes in my dream ! 

The island's edges are a-wing 
With trees that overbranch 
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The sea with song-birds welcoming 

The curlews to green change. 
And doves from half-closed lids espy 
The red and purple fish go by. 

One dove is answering in trust 

The water every minute, 
Thinking so soft a murmur must 

Have her mate's cooing in it. 
So softly doth earth's beauty round 
Infuse itself in ocean's sound. 

My sanguine soul bounds forwarder 
To meet the bounding waves. 

Beside them straightway I repair, 
To live within the caves ; 

And near me two or three may dwell 

Whom dreams fantastic please as well. 

Long winding caverns, glittering far 

Into a crystal distance ! 
Through clefts of which, shall many a star 

Shine clear without resistance. 
And carry down its rays the smell 
Of flowers above invisible. 

I said that two or three might choose 
Their dwelling near mine own : 
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Those who would change man's voice and 
use, 
For Nature's way and tone — 
Man's veering heart and careless eyes, 
For Nature's steadfast sympathies. 

Ourselves to meet her faithfulness, 

Shall play a faithful part : 
Her beautiful shall ne'er address 

The monstrous at our heart ; 
Her musical shall ever touch 
Something within us also such. 

Yet shall she not our mistress live. 

As doth the moon of ocean, 
Though gently as the moon she give 

Our thoughts a light and motion : 
More like a harp of many la3rs, 
Moving its master while he plays. 

No sod in all that island doth 

Yawn open for the dead. 
No wind hath borne a traitor's oath ; 

No earth a mourner's tread. 
We cannot say by stream or shape, 
** I suffered here — was here betrayed." 
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Our only " farewell " we shall laugh 

To shifting cloud or hour, 
And use our only epitaph 

To some bud turned a flower. 
Our only tears shall serve to prove 
Excess in pleasure or in love. 

Our fancies shall their plumage catch 

From fairest island birds, 
Whose eggs let young ones out at hatch, 

Born singing ! then our words 
Unconsciously shall take the dyes 
Of those prodigious fantasies. 

Yea, soon, no consonant unsmooth 
Our smile-tuned lips shall reach. 

Soimds sweet as Hellas spake in youth. 
Shall glide into our speech. 

(What music, certes, can you find 

As soft as voices which are kind ?) 

And often, by the joy without 

And in us overcome. 
We, through our musing, shall let float 

Such poems, sitting dumb. 
As Pindar might have writ, if he 
Had tended sheep in Arcady ; 
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Or ^schylus, the pleasant fields 

He died in, longer knowing ; 
Or Homer, had men's sins and shields 

Been lost in Meles flowing ; 
Or Poet Plato, had the undim, 
Unsetting Godlight broke on him. 

Choose me the cave most worthy choice, 

To make a place for prayer. 
And I will choose a praying voice 

To pour our spirits there. 
How silverly the echoes run — 
27iy will be done — thy will be done. 

Gently yet strangely uttered words ! 

They lift me from my dream. 
The island fadeth with its swards 

That did no more than seem. 
The streams are dry, no sun could find — 
The fruits are fallen, without wind. 

So oft the doing of God's will 

Our foolish wills undoeth 1 
And yet what idle dream breaks ill. 

Which moming-light subdueth ? 
And who would murmur and misdoubt, 
When God's great sunrise finds him out ? 
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THE DEAD PAN. 

Excited by Schiller's Goiter GriechenlandSf and 
partly founded on a well-known tradition mentioned in 
a treatise of Plutarch, De Oraculorum Defectu^ accord- 
ing to which at the hour of the Saviour's agony, a cry of 
'^ Great Pan b dead I '' swept across the waves in the 
hearing of certain mariners, — and the oracles ceased. 

It is in all veneration to the memory of the deathless 
Schiller, that I oppose a doctrine still more dishonoring 
to poetry than to Christianity. 

As Mr. Kenyon's graceful and hannonious para- 
phrase of the German poem was the first occasion of the 
turning of my thoughts in this direction, I take advan* 
tage of the pretence to indulge my feelings (which over- 
flow on other grounds) by inscribing my lyric to that 
dear friend and relative, with the earnestness of appre- 
ciating esteem as well as of affectionate gratitude. — 
1844. 

gODS of Hellas, gods of Hellas, 
Can ye listen in your silence ? 
Can your mystic voices tell us 
Where ye hide ? In floating islands. 
With a wind that evermore 
Keeps you out of sight of shore ? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

In what revels are ye sunken, 
In old ^Ethiopia ? 
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Have the Pygmies made you dnmken, 
Bathing in mandragora 
Your divine pale lips, that shiver 
Like the lotus in the river? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Do ye sit there still in slumber, 
In gigantic Alpine rows ? 
The black poppies out of number 
Nodding, dripping from your brows 
To the red lees of your wine, 
And so kept alive and fine ? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Or lie crushed your stagnant corses 
Where the silver spheres roll on, 
Stung to life by centric forces 
Thrown like rays out from the sun ? — 
While the smoke of your old altars 
Is the shroud that round you welters ? 
Great Pan is dead. 

" Gods of Hellas, gods of HeUas," 
Said the old Hellenic tongue 1 
Said the hero-oaths, as well as 
Poets' songs the sweetest simg : 
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Have ye grown deaf in a day ? 
Can ye speak not yea or nay, 

Since Pan is dead ? 

Do ye leave your rivers flowing 
All alone, O Naiades, 
While your drenched locks dry slow in 
This cold feeble sun and breeze ? 
Not a word the Naiads say, 
Though the rivers run for aye : 

For Pan is dead. 

From the gloaming of the oak-wood, 
O ye Dryads, could ye flee ? 
At the rushing thunderstroke, would 
No sob tremble through the tree ? 
Not a word the Dryads say. 
Though the forests wave for aye ; 

For Pan is dead. 

Have ye left the mountain places. 
Oreads wild, lor other tryst ? 
Shall we see no sudden faces 
Strike a glory through the mist ? 
Not a sound the silence thrills 
Of the everlasting hills : 

Pan, Pan is dead. 
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O twelve gods of Plato's vision, 
Crowned to starry wanderings, 
With your chariots in possession, 
And your silver clash of wings 1 
Very pale ye seem to rise. 
Ghosts of Grecian deities, 

Now Pan is dead ! 

Jove, that right hand is unloaded. 
Whence the thunder did prevail. 
While in idiocy of godhead 
Thou art staring the stars pale 1 
And thine eagle, blind and old, 
Roughs his feathers in the cold. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Where, O Juno, is the glory 
Of thy regal look and tread I 
Will tiiey lay, forevermore, thee. 
On thy dim, straight, golden bed ? 
Will thy queendom all lie hid 
Meekly under either lid ? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Ha, Apollo ! floats his golden 
Hair ail mist-like where he stands. 
While the Muses hang enfolding 
Knee and foot with faint wild hands ? 
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'Neath the clanging of thy bow, 
Niobe looked lost as thou I 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Shall the casque with its brown iron, 
Pallas* broad, blue eyes eclipse, 
And no hero take inspiring 
From the god-Greek of her lips ? 
'Neath her olive dost thou sit. 
Mars the mighty, cursing it ? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Bacchus, Bacchus ! on the panther 
He swoons, bound with his own vines. 
And his Maenads slowly saunter. 
Head aside, among the pines. 
While they murmur dreamingly, 
" Evohe — ah — evohe ! — 

Ah, Pan is dead ! " 

Neptune lies beside the trident. 
Dull and senseless as a stone ; 
And old Pluto deaf and silent 
Is cast out into the sun ; 
Ceres smileth stem thereat, 
** We all now are desolate — 

Now Pan is dead." 
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Aphrodite ! dead and driven 
As thy native foam, thou art ; 
With the cestus long done heaving 
On the white calm of thine heart 1 
At, Adonis/ at that shriek, 
Not a tear rims down her cheek — 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

And the Loves, we used to know from 
One another, huddled lie, 
Frore as taken in a snow-storm, 
Close beside her tenderly ; 
As if each had weakly tried 
Once to kiss her as he died. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

What, and Hermes ? Time enthralleth 
All thy cunning, Hermes, thus. 
And die ivy blindly crawleth 
Round thy brave caduceus ? 
Hast thou no new message for us. 
Full of thimder and Jove-glories ? 

Nay, Pan is dead. 

Crowned Cybele's great turret 
Rocks and crumbles on her head ; 
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Roar the lions of her chariot 
Toward the wilderness, unfed. 
Scornful children are not mute — 
" Mother, mother, walk a-foot — 

Since Pan is dead." 

In the fiery-hearted centre 
Of the solemn universe. 
Ancient Vesta, — who could enter 
To consume thee with this curse ? 
Drop thy gray chin on thy knee, 
O thou palsied Mystery ! 

For Pan is dead. 

Gods, we vainly do adjure you, — 
Ye return nor voice nor sign ! 
Not a votary could secure you 
Even a grave for your Divine ! 
Not a grave, to show thereby. 
Here these gray old gods do lie. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Even that Greece who took your wages. 
Calls the obolus outworn ; 
And the hoarse deep-throated ages 
Laugh your godships unto scorn ; 
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And the poets do disclaim you, 
Or grow colder if they name you — 

And Pan is dead. 

Gods bereaved, gods belated, 
With your purples rent asimder 1 
Gods discrowned and desecrated, 
Disinherited of thunder ! 
Now, the goats may dimb and crop 
The soft grass on Ida's top — 

Now, Pan is dead. 

Calm, of old, the bark went onward, 
When a cry more loud than wind. 
Rose up, deepened, and swept sunward, 
From the piled Dark behind ; 
And the sim shrank and grew pale. 
Breathed against by the great wail — 
Pan, Pan is dead. 

And the rowers from the benches 
Fell, each shuddering on his face. 
While departing Influences 
Struck a cold back through the place ; 
And the shadow of the ship 
Reeled along the passive deep — 

Pan, Pan is dead. 
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And that dismal cry rose slowly 
And sank slowly through the air, 
Full of spirit's melancholy 
And eternity's despair 1 
And they heard the words it said — 
Pan is dead — Great Pan is dead — 
Pan, Pan is dead. 

T was the hour when One in Sion 
Hung for love's sake on a cross ; 
When His brow was chill with dying, 
And His soul was faint with loss ; 
When His priestly blood dropped down- 
ward, 
And His kingly eyes looked throne- 
ward — 

Then, Pan was dead. 

By the love He stood alone in, 
His sole Godhead rose complete. 
And the false gods fell down moaning. 
Each from off his golden seat ; 
All the false gods with a cry 
Rendered up their deity — 

Pan, Pan was dead. 

Wailing wide across the islands. 
They rent, vest-like, their Divine ; 
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And a darkness and a silence 
Quenched the light of every shrine ; 
And Dodona's oak swang lonely 
Henceforth, to the tempest only, 

Pan, Pan was dead. 

Pythia staggered, feeling o'er her 
Her lost god's forsaking look ; 
Straight her eyeballs filmed with hor- 
ror. 
And her crispy fillets shook, 
And her lips gasped through their foam. 
For a word that did not come. 

Pan, Pan was dead. 

O ye vain false gods of Hellas, 
Ye are silent evermore I 
And I dash down this old chalice, 
Whence libations ran of yore. 
See, the wine crawls in the dust 
Wormlike — as your glories must. 

Since Pan is dead. 

Get to dust, as common mortals. 
By a common doom and track ! 
Let no Schiller from the portals 
Of that Hades call you back, 
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Or instruct us to weep all 
At your antique funeral. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

By your beauty, which confesses 
Some chief Beauty conquering you — 
By our grand heroic guesses 
Through your falsehood at the True, — 
We will weep not 1 earth shall roll 
Heir to each god's aureole — 

And Pan is dead. 

Earth outgrows the mythic fancies 
Simg beside her in her youth. 
And those debonair romances 
Sound but dull beside the truth. 
Phoebus* chariot-course is nm : 
Look up, poets, to the sun ! 

Pan, Pan is dead. 

Christ hath sent us down the angels ; 

And the whole earth and the skies 

Are illumed by altar-candles 

Lit for blessed mysteries ; 

And a Priest's hand through creation 

Waveth calm and consecration : 

And Pan is dead. 
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Truth is fair : should we forego it? 
Can we sigh right for a wrong ? 
God himself is the best Poet, 
And the Real is His song. 
Sing His truth out fair and full, 
And secure His beautiful. 

Let Pan be dead. 

Truth is large : our aspiration 
Scarce embraces half we be. 
Shame, to stand in His creation, 
And doubt truth's sufficiency ! 
To think God's song unexcelling 
The poor tales of our own telling — 

When Pan is dead. 

What is true and just and honest. 
What is lovely, what is pure, 
All of praise that hath admonisht. 
All of virtue, shall endure ; 
These are themes for poets' uses. 
Stirring nobler than the Muses, 

Ere Pan was dead. 

O brave poets, keep back nothing. 
Nor mix falsehood with the whole ; 
Look up Godward ; speak the truth in 
Worthy song from earnest soul : 
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Hold, in high poetic duty, 
Truest Truth the fairest Beauty! 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



A CHILD'S GRAVE AT FLORENCE. 

A. A. B. C. 
Bom^ July J 1848. Died, November^ 184^, 

F English blood, of Tuscan birth. 
What country should we give 
her? 

Instead of any on the earth, 
The civic Heavens receive her. 

And here, among the Englbh tombs, 
In Tuscan ground we lay her. 

While the blue Tuscan sky endomes 
Our English words of prayer. 

A little child ! how long she lived. 
By months, not years, is reckoned : 

Bom in one July, she survived 
Alone to see a second. 

Bright featured, as the July sun 
Her little face still played in, 
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And splendors, with her birth begun. 
Had had no time for fading. 

So, Lily, from those July hours, 
No wonder we should call her ; 

She looked such kinship to the flowers, 
Was but a little taller. 

A Tuscan Lily, — only white, 

As Dante, in abhorrence 
Of red corruption, wished aright 

The lilies of his Florence. 

We could not wish her whiter, — her 
Who perfumed with pure blossom 

The house 1 a lovely thing to wear 
Upon a mother's bosom 1 

This July creature thought perhaps 
Our speech not worth assuming ; 

She sat upon her parents' laps. 
And mimicked the gnat's hxunming : 

Said ^* father," "mother," — then, left off, 

For tongues celestial, fitter. 
Her hair had grown just long enough 

To catch heaven's jasper-glitter. 
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Babes I Love could always hear and see 
Behind the cloud that hid them. 

" Let little children come to me, 
And do not thou forbid them." 

So, unforbidding, have we met, 
And gently here have laid her, 

Though winter is no time to get 
The flowers that should o'er-spread her. 

We should bring pansies quick with spring 

Rose, violet, daffodilly, 
And also, above everything, 

White lilies for our Lily. 

Nay, more than flowers, this grave ex- 
acts, — 

Glad, grateful attestations 
Of her sweet eyes and pretty acts, 

With calm renunciations. 

Her very mother with light feet 
Should leave the place too earthy. 

Saying, " The angels have thee. Sweet, 
Because we are not worthy." 

But winter kills the orange buds. 
The gardens in the frost are. 
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And all the heart dissolves in floods, 
Remembering we have lost her ! 

Poor earth, poor heart, — too weak, too 
weak, 

To miss the July shining ! 
Poor heart ! what bitter words we speak, 

When God speaks of resigning 1 

Sustain this heart in us that faints, 

Thou God, the self-existent ! 
We catch up wild at parting saints, 

And feel Thy heaven too distant. 

The wind that swept them out of sin, 

Has ruffled all our vesture. 
On the shut door that let them in, 

We beat with frantic gesture, — 

To us, us also — open straight ! 

The outer life is chilly — 
Are we too, like the earth, to wait 

Till next year for our Lily ? 

— Oh, my own baby on my knees, 
My leaping, dimpled treasure, 

At every word I write like these, 

Clasped close, with stronger pressure 1 
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Too well my own heart understands— 
At every word beats fuller — 

My little feet, my little hands, 
And hair of Lily's color ! 

— But God gives patience, Love learns 
strength, 

And Faith remembers promise, 
And Hope itself can smile at length 

On other hopes gone from us. 

Love, strong as Death, shall conquer 
Death, 

Through struggle, made more glorious. 
This mother stills her sobbing breath, 

Renouncing, yet victorious. 

Arms, empty of her child, she lifts, 

With spirit unbereaven — 
'' God will not all take back his gifts ; 

My Lily 's mine in heaven 1 

** Still mine ! maternal rights serene 

Not given to another ! 
The crystal bars shine faint between 

The souls of child and mother. 
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" Meanwhile," the mother cries, " content ! 

Our love was well divided. 
Its sweetness following where she went, 

Its anguish stayed where I did. 

" Well done of God, to halve the lot, 
And give her all the sweetness ; 

To us, the empty room and cot — 
To her, the Heaven's completeness. 

" To us, this grave — to her, the rows 
The m3rstic palm-trees spring in. 

To us, the silence in the house — 
To her, the choral singing. 

" For her, to gladden in God's view — 
For us, to hope and bear on ! 

Grow, Lily, in thy garden new, 
Beside the rose of Sharon. 

" Grow fast in Heaven, sweet Lily clipped. 
In love more calm than this is. 

And may the angels dewy-lipped 
Remind thee of our kisses 1 

" While none shall tell thee of our tears. 
These human tears now falling. 
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Till, after a few patient years, 
One home shall take us all in. 

"Child, father, mother — who left out ? 

Not mother, and not father ! 
And when, our dying couch about, 

The natural mists shall gather, 

" Some smiling angel close shall stand 
In old Correggio's fashion. 

And bear a Lily in his hand. 
For death's annimciation." 



CATARINA TO CAMOENS; 

DYING IN HIS ABSENCE ABROAD, AND REFERRING 
TO THE POEM IN WHICH HE RECORDED THE 
SWEETNESS OP HER EYES. 

N the door you will not enter, 
I have gazed too long : adieu ! 
Hope withdraws her peradven- 
ture; 
Death is near me, — and not you. 
Come, O lover. 
Close and cover 
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These poor eyes, you call, I ween, 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen 1 " 

When I heard you sing that burden 

In my vernal days and bowers, 
Other praises disregarding, 

I but harkened that of yours — 
Only saying 
In heart-pla)dng, 
" Blessed eyes mine eyes have been, 
If the sweetest, his have seen 1 " 

But all changes. At this vesper, 

Cold the sun shines down the door. 
If you stood there, would you whisper 
" Love, I love you," as before, — 
Death pervading 
Now, and shading 
Eyes you sang of, that yestreen, 
As the sweetest ever seen ? 

Yes. I think, were you beside them. 

Near the bed I die upon, 
Though their beauty you denied them, 
As you stood there, looking down, 
You would truly 
Call them duly. 
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For the love's sake found therein — 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

And if you looked down upon them. 

And if they looked up to you, 
And the light which has foregone them 
Would be gathered back anew : 
They would truly 
Be as duly 
Love-transformed to beauty's sheen — 
** Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.'* 

« 
But, ah me I you only see me. 

In yoiur thoughts of loving man, 

Smiling soft perhaps and dreamy 

Through the wavings of my fan ; 

And unweeting 

Go repeating, 

In your reverie serene, 

" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

While my spirit leans and reaches 

From my body still and pale, 
Fain to hear what tender speech is 
In yoiur love to help my bale, 
O my poet, 
Come and show it 1 
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Come, of latest love, to glean 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

O my poet, O my prophet. 

When you praised their sweetness so, 
Did you think, in singing of it. 
That it might be near to go ? 
Had you fancies 
From their glances, 
That the grave would quickly screen 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen " ? 

No reply. The fountains warble 
In the court-yard sounds alone. 
As the water to the marble 
So my heart falls with a moan 
From love-sighing 
To this dying. 
Death forerunneth Love to win 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

Will you come ? When I 'm departed 

Where all sweetnesses are hid. 
Where thy voice, my tender-hearted, 
Will not lift up either lid. 
Cry, O lover. 
Love is over i 
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Cry beneath the cypress green, 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

When the Angelus is ringing, 

Near the convent will you walk, 
And recall the choral singing 

Which brought angels down our talk h 
Spirit-shriven 
I viewed Heaven, 
Till you smiled — " Is earth unclean, 
Sweetest eyes, were ever seen ? " 

When beneath the palace-lattice, 

You ride slow as you have done. 
And you see a face there, that is 
Not the old familiar one, — 
Will you oftly 
Murmur softly, 
" Here, ye watched me mom and e'en, 
Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I " 

When the palace-ladies, sitting 

Round your gittem, shall have said, 

" Poet sing those verses written 

For the lady who is dead," 

Will you tremble. 

Yet dissemble, — 
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Or sing hoarse, with tears between, 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen " ? 

" Sweetest eyes ! " how sweet in flowings 

The repeated cadence is ! 
Though you sang a hundred poems, 
Still the best one would be this. 
I can hear it 
'Twixt my spirit 
And the earth-noise intervene— 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I " 

But the priest waits for the praying, 
And the choir are on their knees. 
And the soul must pass away in 

Strains more solemn-high than these. 
Miserere 
For the weary ! 
Oh, no longer for Catrine, 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen ! " 

Keep my riband, take and keep it, 
(I have loosed it from my hair) ^ 
Feeling, while you overweep it. 
Not alone in your despair. 
Since with saintly 
Watch unfaintly 
1 She left Iiim the riband from her hair. 
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Out of heaven shall o'er you lean 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

But — but now — yet unremoved 

Up to Heaven, they glisten fast 
You may cast away Beloved 
In yoiur future all my past : 
Such old phrases 
May be praises 
For some fairer bosom-queen — 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I " 

Eyes of mine, what are ye doing ? 

Faithless, faithless, — praised amiss 
If a tear be of yoiur showing, 
Dropt for any hope of his 1 
Death has boldness 
Besides coldness, 
If unworthy tears demean 
" Sweetest eyes, were ever seen." 

I will look out to his future ; 
I will bless it till it shine. 
Should he ever be a suitor 
Unto sweeter eyes than mine. 
Sunshine gild them. 
Angels shield them, 
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Whatsoever eyes terrene 

Be the sweetest his have seen I 



WINE OF CYPRUS. 

GIVEN TO ME BY H. S. BOYD, AUTHOR OF "SELECT 
PASSAGES FROM THE GREEK FATHERS," ETC., TO 
WHOM THESE STANZAS ARE ADDRESSED. 

F old Bacchus were the speaker 
He would tell you with a sigh, 
Of the Cyprus in this beaker 
I am sipping like a fly, — 
Like a fly or gnat on Ida 

At the hour of goblet-pledge, 
By queen Juno brushed aside, a 
Full white arm-sweep, from the edge. 

Sooth, the drinking should be ampler 

When the drink is so divine, 
And some deep-mouthed Greek exemplar 

Would become yoiur Cyprus wine : 
Cyclops' mouth might plunge aright in, 

While his one eye over-leered, 
Nor too large were mouth of Titan, 

Drinking rivers down his beard. 
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Pan might dip his head so deep in, 

That his ears alone pricked out, 
Fawns around him, pressing, leaping, 

Each one pointing to his throat : 
While the Naiads, like Bacchantes, 

Wild, with urns thrown out to waste. 
Cry — " O earth, that thou wouldst grant 
us 

Springs to keep, of such a taste I " 

But for me, I am not worthy 

After gods and Greeks to drink, 
And my lips are pale and earthy 

To go bathing from this brink : 
Since you heard them speak the last time. 

They have faded from their blooms, 
And the laughter of my pastime 

Has learnt silence at the tombs. 

Ah, my friend ! the antique drinkers 

Crowned the cup and crowned the brow. 
Can I answer the old thinkers 

In the forms they thought of, now ? 
Who will fetch from garden-closes 

Some new garlands while I speak, 
That the forehead, crowned with roses. 

May strike scarlet down the cheek? 
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Do not mock me ! with my mortal, 

Suits no wreath again, indeed. 
I am sad-voiced as tiie turtle 

Which Anacreon used to feed : 
Yet as that same bird demurely 

Wet her beak in cup of his, 
So, without a garland, surely 

I may touch the brim of this. 

Go, — let others praise the Chian ! 

This is soft as Muses' string. 
This is tawny as Rhea's lion, 

This is rapid as his spring. 
Bright as Paphia's eyes e'er met us, 

Light as ever trod her feet ; 
And the brown bees of Hymettus 

Make their honey not so sweet 

Very copious are my praises, 

Though I sip it like a flyl 
Ah — but, sipping, — times and places 

Change before me suddenly : 
As Ulysses* old libation 

Drew the ghosts from every part. 
So your Cyprus wine, dear Grecian, 

Stirs the Hades of my heart. 
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And I think of those long mornings 

Which my thought goes far to seek, 
When, betwixt the folio's turnings, 

Solemn flowed the rh)rthmic Greek : 
Past the pane the mountain spreading. 

Swept the sheep-bell's tinkling noise. 
While a girlish voice was reading, 

Somewhat low for at s and oi s. 

Then, what golden hours were for us ! 

While we sate together there. 
How the white vests of the chorus 

Seemed to wave up a live air ! 
How the cothurns trod majestic 

Down the deep iambic lines, 
And the rolling anapaestic 

Curled like vapor over shrines I 

Oh, our -^schylus, the thunderous. 

How he drove the bolted breath 
Through the cloud, to wedge it ponderous 

In the gnarled oak beneath 1 
Oh, our Sophocles, the royal, 

Who was bom to monarch's place. 
And who made the whole world loyal, 

Less by kingly power than grace I 
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Our Euripides, the human, 

With his droppings of warm tears, 
And his touches of things common 

Till they rose to touch the spheres ! 
Our Theocritus, our Bion, 

And our Pindar's shining goals ! 
These were cup-bearers undjring. 

Of the wine that 's meant for souls. 

And my Plato, the divine one. 

If men know the gods aright 
By their motions as they shine on 

With a glorious trail of light ! 
And your noble Christian bishops, 

Who mouthed grandly the last Greek, 
Though the sponges on their hyssops 

Were distent with wine — too weak. 

Yet, your Chrysostom, you praised him 

As a liberal mouth of gold ; 
And your Basil, you upraised him 

To the height of speakers old : 
And we both praised Heliodorus 

For his secret of pure lies, — 
Who forged first his linked stories 

In the heat of lady's eyes. 
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And we both praised your S3niesius 

For the fire shot up his odes, 
Though the Church was scarce propitious 

As he whistled dogs and gods. 
And we both praised Nazianzen 

For the fervid heart and speech : 
Only I eschewed his glancing 

At the lyre hung out of reach. 

Do you mind that deed of Atfe 

Which you bound me to so fast, — 
Reading " De Virginitate," 

From the first line to the last ? 
How I said at ending, solemn. 

As I turned and looked at you 
That St. Simeon on the column 

Had had somewhat less to do ? 

For we sometimes gently wrangled, 

Very gently, be it said, 
Since our thoughts were disentangled 

By no breaking of the thread ! 
And I charged you with extortions 

On the nobler fames of old — 
Ay, and sometimes thought your Porsons 

Stained the purple they would fold. 
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For the rest — a mystic moaning, 

Kept Cassandra at the gate, 
With wild eyes the vision shone in, 

And wide nostrils scenting fate. 
And Prometheus, bound in passion 

By brute Force to the blind stone, 
Showed us looks of invocation 

Turned to ocean and the sun. 

And Medea we saw burning 

At her nature's planted stake : 
And proud CEdipus fate-scorning 

While the cloud came on to break — 
While the cloud came on slow, slower, 

Till he stood discrowned, resigned ! — 
But the reader's voice dropped lower 

When the poet called him blind. 

Ah, my gossip ! you were older. 

And more learned, and a man ! 
Yet that shadow, the enfolder 

Of your quiet eyelids, ran 
Both our spirits to one level ; 

And I turned from hill and lea 
And the summer sun's green revel. 

To your eyes that could not see. 



Digitized by 



Google 



146 A Lament for Adonis 

Now Christ bless you with the one light 

Which goes shining night and day ! 
May the flowers which grow in sunlight 

Shed their fragrance in your way I 
Is it not right to remember 

All your kindness, friend of mine 
When we two sate in the chamber 

And the poets poured us wine ? 

So, to come back to the drinking 

Of this Cyprus, — it is well, 
But those memories, to my thinking 

Make a better oenomel ; 
And whoever be the speaker, 

None can murmur with a sigh, 
That, in drinking from that beaker, 

I am sipping like a fly. 

% 

A LAMENT FOR ADONIS. 

FROM BION. 



I. 

MOURN for Adonis — Adonis 

is dead ! 
Fair Adonis is dead, and the 
Loves are lamenting. 
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Sleep, Cypris, no more on thy purple- 
strewed bed I 
Arise, wretch stoled in black, beat thy 
breast unrelenting, 

And shriek to the worlds, " Fair Adonis is 
dead." 

II. 
I mourn for Adonis — the Loves are la- 
menting. 
He lies on the hills in his beauty and 
death, — 
The white tusk of a boar has transpierced 
his white thigh. 
C)rtherea grows mad at his thin gasping 
breath, 
While the black blood drips down on the 
pale ivory. 
And his eye-balls lie quenched with the 
weight of his brows. 
The rose fades from his lips, and upon 
them just parted 
The kiss dies the goddess consents not 
to lose. 
Though the kiss of the Dead cannot make 
her glad-hearted. 
He knows not who kisses him dead in 
the dews. 
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III. 
I mourn for Adonis — the Loves are la- 
menting. 
Deep, deep in the thigh, is Adonis's 
wound. 
But a deeper, is Cypris's bosom presenting. 
The youth lieth dead while his dogs 
howl around. 
And the nymphs weep aloud from the 
mists of the hill, 
And the poor Aphrodite, with tresses 
unbound. 
All dishevelled, unsandalled, shrieks 
mournful and shrill 
Through the dusk of the groves. The 
thorns, tearing her feet, 
Gather up the red flower of her blood 
which is holy. 
Each footstep she takes, — and the val- 
leys repeat 
The sharp cry she utters, and draw it out 
slowly. 
She calls on her spouse, her Assyrian, 
on him 
Her own youth, while the dark blood 
spreads over his body, 
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The chest taking hue from the gash m 
the limb, 
And the bosom once ivory, turning to 
ruddy. 

IV. 

Ah, ah, Cjrtherea ! the Loves are lament- 
ing. 
She lost her fair spouse, and so lost her 

fair smile — 
When he lived she was fair by the whole 

world's consenting, 
Whose fairness is dead with him 1 woe 

worth the while ! 
All the mountains above and the oaklands 

below 
Murmur, ah, ah, Adonis ! the streams 

overflow 
Aphrodite's deep wail, — river-fountains 

in pity 
Weep soft in the hills, and the flowers as 

they blow 
Redden outward with sorrow, while all 

hear her go 
With the song of her sadness through 

mountain and city. 
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Ah, ah, Cytherea ! Adonis is dead, 
Fair Adonis is dead — Echo answers, 
Adonis ! 
Who weeps not for Cypris, when bowing 
her head 
She stares at the wound where it gapes 
and astonies ? 
— When, ah, ah ! — she saw how the blood 
ran away 
And empurpled the thigh, and, with 
wild hands flung out. 
Said with sobs, " Stay, Adonis I unhappy 
one, stay. 
Let me feel thee once more — let me 
ring thee about 
With the clasp of my arms, and press kiss 
into kiss ! 
Wait a little, Adonis, and kiss me again, 
For the last time, beloved, — and but so 
much of this 
That the kiss may learn life from the 
warmth of the strain ! 
— Till thy breath shall exude from thy 
soul to my mouth, 
To my heart, — and the love-charm I, 
once more receiving, 
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May drink thy love in it, and keep of a 
truth 
That one kiss in the place of Adonis the 
living. 
Thou fliest me, mournful one, fiiest me far. 
My Adonis, and seekest the Acheron 
portal, — 
To Heirs cruel King goest down with a 
scar, 
While I weep and live on like a 
wretched immortal, 
And follow no step ! O Persephon^, take 
him, 
My husband I thou *rt better and brighter 
than I, 
So all beauty flows down to thee ! I can- 
not make him 
Look up at my grief, — there *s despair 
in my cry. 
Since I wail for Adonis who died to me 
. • • died to me • • . 
Then, I fear thee I Art thou dead, my 
Adored ? 
Passion ends like a dream in the sleep 
that *s denied to me, — 
Cypris is widowed, the Loves seek their 
lord 
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All the house through in vain ! Charm 
of cestus has ceased 
With thy clasp ! O too bold in the hunt 
past preventing, 
Ay, mad, thou so fair • • • to have strife 
with a beast ! " 
Thus the goddess wailed on, and the 
Loves are lamenting. 

VI. 

Ah, ah, Cytherea ! Adonis is dead. 
She wept tear after tear, with the blood 

which was shed. 
And both turned into flowers for the earth's 

garden-close. 
Her tears, to the wind flower, — his blood, 

to the rose. 

VII. 

I mourn for Adonis, Adonis is dead. 
Weep no more in the woods, Cjrtherea, 
thy lover ! 
So, well 1 make a place for his corse in 
thy bed. 
With the purples thou sleepest in, under 
and over. 
He 's fair though a corse — a fair corse 
. . . like a sleeper. 
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Lay him soft in the silks he had pleasure 
to fold, 
When, beside thee at night, holy dreams 
deep and deeper 
Enclosed his young life on the couch 
made of gold. 
Love him still, poor Adonis ! cast on him 
together 
The crowns and the flowers ! since he 
died from the place. 
Why let all die with him, let the blossoms 
go wither, 
Rain myrtles and olive-buds down on 
his face 1 
Rain the myrrh down, let all that is best 
fall a-pining, 
Since the myrrh of his life from thy 
keeping is swept! 
Pale he lay, thine Adonis, in piurples re- 
clining. 
The Loves raised their voices around 
him and wept 
They have shorn their bright curls off to 

cast on Adonis ; 
One treads on his bow, — on his arrows, 

another ; 
One breaks up a well-feathered quiver, 
and one is 
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Bent low at a sandal, untying the strings, 
And one carries the vases of gold from 

the springs, 
While one washes the wound, and behind 

them a brother 
Fans down on the body sweet air with 

his wings. 

VIII. 

Cytherea herself, now, the Loves are 
lamenting. 
Each torch at the door Hymenaeiis blew 
out; 
And, the marriage-wreath dropping its 
leaves as repenting. 
No more " Hymen, Hymen " is chanted 
about. 
But the at at instead — " ai alas " is begun 
For Adonis, and then follows " ai Hy- 
menaeus ! " 
The Graces are weeping for Cinyras' son, 
Sobbing low, each to each, "His fair 
eyes cannot see us ! " — 
Their wail strikes more shrill than the 

sadder Dion^'s. 
The Fates mourn aloud for Adonis, 
Adonis, 
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Deep chanting : he hears not a word that 
they say. 
He would hear, but Persephon^ has 
him in keeping. 
Cease moan, Cjrdierea, leave pomps for 
to-day, 
And weep new when a new year refits 
thee for weeping. 

A FORCED RECRUIT AT SOLFERINO. 



N the ranks of the Austrian you 
found him ; 
He died with his face to you 
all! 
Yet bury him here where around him 
You honor your bravest that fall. 

Venetian, fair-featured and slender. 
He lies shot to death in his youth, 

With a smile on his lips over-tender 
For any mere soldier's dead mouth. 

No stranger, and yet not a traitor ! 
Though alien the cloth on his breast, 
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Underneath it how seldom a greater 
Young heart, has a shot sent to rest ! 

By your enemy tortured and goaded 
To march with them, stand in their file, 

His musket (see !) never was loaded, 
He facing your guns with that smile ! 

As orphans yearn on to their mothers, 
He yearned to your patriot bands ; — 

" Let me die for our Italy, brothers. 
If not in your ranks, by your hands I 

" Aim straightly, fire steadily ! spare me 
A ball in the body which may 

Deliver my heart here, and tear me 
This badge of the Austrian away I " 

So thought he, so died he this morning. 

What then ? many others have died. 
Ay, but easy for men to die scorning 

The death-stroke, who fought side by 
side. 

One tricolor floating above them ; 

Struck down 'mid triumphant acclaims 
Of an Italy rescued to love them 

And blazon the brass with their names. 
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But he, — without witness or honor, 
Mixed, shamed in his country's regard, 

With the tyrants who march in upon her 
Died faithful and passive : 't was hard. 

T was sublime. In a cruel restriction 
Cut off from the guerdon of sons, 

With most filial obedience, conviction, 
His soul kissed the lips of her guns. 

That moves you? Nay, grudge not to 
show it. 

While digging a grave for him here ; 
The others who died, sa)rs your poet, 

Have glory : let him have a tear. 



Pil 



A MUSICAL INSTRUMENT. 

JHAT was he doing, the great god 
Pan, 
Down in the reeds by the river ? 
Spreading ruin and scattering ban, 
Splashing and paddling with hoofs of a goat. 
And breaking the golden lilies afloat 
With the dragon-fly on the river. 
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He tore out a reed, the great god Pan, 
From the deep cool bed of the river : 
The limpid water turbidly ran, 
And the broken lilies a-d)ring lay, 
And the dragon-fly had fled away. 
Ere he brought it out of the river. 

High on the shore sat the great god Pan, 
While turbidly flowed the river; 

And hacked and hewed as a great god can. 

With his hard bleak steel at the patient 
reed, 

Till there was not a sign of a leaf indeed 
To prove it fresh from the river. 

He cut it short, did the great god Pan, 
(How tall it stood in the river !) 

Then drew the pith, like the heart of a 
man, 

Steadily from the outside ring. 

And notched the poor dry empty thing 
In holes, as he sat by the river, 

" This is the way," laughed the great god 
Pan, 
(Laughed while he sat by the river,) 
" The only way, since gods began 
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To make sweet music, they could suc- 
ceed." 

Then, dropping his mouth, to a hole in the 
reed, 
He blew in power by the river. 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan ! 

Piercing sweet by the river ! 
Blinding sweet, O great god Pan ! 
The sim on the hill forgot to die. 
And the lilies revived, and the dragon-fly 

Came back to dream on the river. 

Yet half a beast is the great god Pan, 
To laugh as he sits by the river, 

Making a poet out of a man : 

The true gods sigh for the cost and 
pain — 

For the reed which grows nevermore again 
As a reed with the reeds in the river. 

THE CRY OF THE HUMAN. 






HERE is no God," the foolish 
I saith, 

I But none, " There is no sor- 
row," 
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And nature oft the cry of faith, 

In bitter need will borrow : 
Eyes, which the preacher could not school, 

By wayside graves are raised. 
And lips say, ** (Jod be pitiful," 

Who ne'er said, "God be praised." 

Be pitiful, O God I 

The tempest stretches from the steep 

The shadow of its coming, 
The beasts grow tame and near us creep, 

As help were in the human ; 
Yet, while the cloud-wheels roll and grind, 

We spirits tremble under ! 
The hills have echoes, but we find 

No answer for the thunder. 

Be pitiful, O God I 

The battle hurtles on the plains. 

Earth feels new scythes upon her ; 
We reap our brothers for the wains. 

And call the harvest — honor ; 
Draw face to face, front line to line. 

One image all inherit, — 
Then kill, curse on, by that same sign. 

Clay — clay, and spirit — spirit. 

Be pitiful, OGodI 
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The plague runs festering through the 
town, 

And never a bell is tolling, 
And corpses, jostled 'neath the moon, 

Nod to the dead-cart*s rolling. 
The young child calleth for the cup, 

The strong man brings it weeping, 
The mother from her babe looks up. 

And shrieks away its sleeping. 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

The plague of gold strikes far and near, 

And deep and strong it enters ; 
This purple chimar which we wear. 

Makes madder than the centaur's : 
Our thoughts grow blank, our words grow 
strange. 

We cheer the pale gold diggers. 
Each soul is worth so much on 'Change, 

And marked, like sheep, with figures. 

Be pitiful, O God I 

The curse of gold upon the land 

The lack of bread enforces ; 
The rail-cars snort from strand to strand. 

Like more of Death's White horses ! 
The rich preach " rights " and future days. 
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And hear no angel scoffing, 
The poor die mute — with starvmg gaze 
On corn-ships in the offing. 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

We meet together at the feast, 

To private mirth betake us ; 
We stare down in the winecup, lest 

Some vacant chair should shake us ; 
We name delight, and pledge it round— 

" It shall be ours to-morrow ! " 
God's seraphs, do your voices sound 

As sad, in naming sorrow ? 

Be pitiful, O God I 

We sit together, with the skies. 

The steadfast skies, above us, 
We look into each other's eyes, 

" And how long will you love us ? ** 
The eyes grow dim with prophecy. 

The voices, low and breathless, — 
" Till death us part ! " — O words, to be 

Our best, for love the deathless ! 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

We tremble by the harmless bed 
Of one loved and departed : 
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Our tears drop on the lips that said 
Last night, " Be stronger-hearted ! " 

O God, — to clasp those fingers close, 
And yet to feel so lonely ! 

To see a light upon such brows, 
Which is the daylight only ! 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

The happy children come to us. 

And look up in our faces ; 
They ask us, " Was it thus, and thus. 

When we were in their places ? *' 
We cannot speak ; — we see anew 

The hills we used to live in. 
And feel our mother's smile press through 

The kisses she is giving. 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

We pray together at the kirk. 

For mercy, mercy solely : 
Hands weary with the evil work. 

We lift them to the Holy. 
The corpse is calm below our knee, 

Its spirit, bright before Thee — 
Between them, worse than either, we — 

Without the rest or glory ! 

Be pitiful, O God I 
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We leave the communing of men, 

The murmur of the passions, 
And live alone, to live again 

With endless generations. 
Are we so brave ? — The sea and sky 

In silence lift their mirrors, 
And, glassed therein, our spirits high 

Recoil from their own terrors. 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

We sit on hills our childhood wist. 

Woods, hamlets, streams, beholding : 
The sun strikes through the farthest mist. 

The city's spire to golden : 
The city's golden spire it was. 

When hope and health were strongest. 
But now it is the churchyard grass 

We look upon the longest. 

Be pitiful, O God I 

And soon all vision waxeth dull ; 

Men whisper, " He is dying : " 
We cry no more " Be pitiful ! " 

We have no strength for crying. 
No strength, no need. Then, soul of 
mine, 
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Look up and triumph rather — 
Lo, in the depth of God's Divine 
The Son adjures the Father, 

Be pitiful, O God I 

A PORTRAIT. 
" One name is Elizabeth." — Bbn Jonson. 

WILL paint her as I see her. 
Ten times have the lilies blown, 
Since she looked upon the sim. 

And her face is lily-clear, 

Lily-shaped, and dropped in duty 
To the law of its own beauty. 

Oval cheeks encolored faintly. 
Which a trail of golden hair 
Keeps from fading off to air : 

And a forehead fair and saintly. 
Which two blue eyes undershine. 
Like meek prayers before a shrina 
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Face and figure of a child, — 
Though too calm, you think, and tender, 
For the childhood you would lend her. 

Yet child-simple, undefiled, 
Frank, obedient, waiting still 
On the turnings of your will. 

Moving light, as all young things. 
As yoimg birds, or early wheat. 
When the wind blows over it 

Only, free from flutterings 
Of loud mirth that scometh measure — 
Taking love for her chief pleasure. 

Choosing pleasures, for the rest. 
Which come softly — just as she, 
When she nestles at your knee. 

Quiet talk she liketh best. 
In a bower of gentle looks, — 
Watering flowers, or reading books. 

And her voice, it murmurs lowly, 
As a silver stream may run. 
Which yet feels, you feel, the sun. 
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And her smile it seems half holy, 
As if drawn from thoughts more far 
Than our common jestings are. 

And if any poet knew her, 

He would sing of her with falls 
Used in lovely madrigals. 

And if any painter drew her. 
He would paint her unaware 
With a halo round the hair. 

And if reader read the poem. 

He would whisper, " You have done a 
Consecrated little Una." 

And a dreamer (did you show him 
That same picture) would exclaim, 
" 'T is my angel, with a name ! " 

And a stranger, when he sees her 
In the street even, smileth stilly, 
Just as you would at a lily. 

And all voices that address her. 
Soften, sleeken every word. 
As if speaking to a bird. 
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And all fancies yearn to cover 
The hard earth whereon she passes ; 
With the thymy scented grasses. 

And all hearts do pray, " God love her I " 
Ay, and always, in good sooth, 
We may all be sure He doth. 



THE SLEEP. 
** He giveth His beloved sleep." — Psalm cxxviL a. 

F all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward unto souls afar. 
Along the Psalmist's music deep. 
Now tell me if that any is, 
For gift or grace, surpassing this — 
" He giveth His beloved sleep ? " 

What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart, to be unmoved, 
The poet's star-tuned harp, to sweep. 
The patriot's voice, to teach and rouse. 
The monarch's crown, to light the 

brows ? — 
He giveth His beloved sleep. 
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What do we give to our beloved ? 

A little faith all undisproved, 

A little dust to overweep, 

And bitter memories to make 

The whole earth blasted for our sake. 

He giveth His beloved sleep. 

" Sleep soft, beloved ! " we sometimes say, 

But have no tune to charm away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep. 

But never doleful dream again 

Shall break the happy slumber when 

He giveth His beloved sleep. 

O earth, so full of dreary noises ! 
O men, with wailing in your voices ! 
O delved gold, the waller's heap ! 
O strife, O curse, that o*er it fall ! 
God strikes a silence through you all, 
And giveth His beloved sleep. 

His dews drop mutely on the hill ; 
His cloud above it saileth still. 
Though on its slope men sow and reap. 
More softly than the dew is shed. 
Or cloud is floated overhead. 
He giveth His beloved sleep. 
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Ay, men may wonder while they scan 
A living, thinking, feeling man 
Confirmed in such a rest to keep ; 
But angels say, and through the word 
I think their happy smile is heard — 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

For me, my heart that erst did go 
Most like a tired child at a show, 
That sees through tears the mummers leap. 
Would now its wearied vision close. 
Would childlike on his love repose, 
Who giveth His beloved sleep. 

And, friends, dear friends, — when it shall 

be 
That this low breath is gone from me, 
And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let One, most loving of you all, 
Say, " Not a tear must o*er her fall ; 
He giveth His beloved sleep." 
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MY KATE. 



HE was not as pretty as women I 

know, 
And yet all your best made of 
sunshine and snow 
Drop to shade, melt to naught in the 

long-trodden ways, 
While she 's still remembered on warm and 
cold days — 

My Kate. 

Her air had a meaning, her movements 

a grace ; 
You turned from the fairest to gaze on her 

face: 
And when you had once seen her forehead 

and mouth. 
You saw as distinctly her soul and her 

truth — 

My Kate. 

Such a blue inner light from her eyelids 

outbroke. 
You looked at her silence and fancied she 

spoke : 
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When she did, so peculiar yet soft was the 

tone, 
Though the loudest spoke also, you heard 

her alone — 

My Kate. 

I doubt if she said to you much that could 
act 

As a thought or suggestion : she did not 
attract 

In the sense of the brilliant or wise : I in- 
fer 

T was her thinking of others made you 
think of her — 

My Kate. 

She never found fault with you, never im- 
plied 

Your wrong by her right ; and yet men at 
her side 

Grew nobler, girls purer, as through the 
whole town 

The children were gladder that pulled at 
her gown — 

My Kate. 

None knelt at her feet confessed lovers in 
thrall ; 
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They knelt more to God than they used, 

that was all : 
If you praised her as charming, some 

asked what you meant. 
But the charm of her presence was felt 

when she went — 

My Kate. 

The weak and the gentle, the ribald and 

rude. 
She took as she found them, and did them 

all good ; 
It always was so with her, see what you 

have! 
She has made the grass greener even here 

. . . with her grave — 

My Kate. 

My dear one ! when thou wast alive with 

the rest, 
I held thee the sweetest and loved thee 

the best : 
And now thou art dead, shall I not take 

thy part 
As thy smiles used to do for thyself my 

sweet Heart — 

My Kate ? 
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THE NORTH AND THE SOUTH. 
[thb last poem.] 
Romef May^ 1861. 

OW give US lands where the olives 
grow/" 




Cried the North to the South, 
'* Where the sun with a golden mouth can 

blow 
Blue bubbles of grapes down a vineyard 
row ! " 

Cried the North to the South. 

"Now give us men from the sunless 
plain," 

Cried the South to the North, 
" By need of work in the snow and the 

rain. 
Made strong, and brave by familiar pain ! " 
Cried the South to the North. 

" Give lucider hills and intenser seas," 
Said the North to the South, 
" Since ever by s)rmbols and bright 
degrees 
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Art, childlike, climbs to the dear Lord's 
knees," 

Said the North to the South. 

"Give strenuous souls for belief and 
prayer," 

Said the South to the North, 
" That stand in the dark on the lowest stair, 
While affirming of God, * He is certainly 
there,' " 

Said the South to the North. 

" Yet oh, for the skies that are softer and 
higher ! " 

Sighed the North to the South ; 
" For the flowers that blaze, and the trees 

that aspire. 
And the insects made of a song or a 
fire!" 

Sighed the North to the South. 

" And oh, for a seer to discern the same ! " 
Sighed the South to the North ; 
" For a poet's tongue of baptismal flame. 
To call the tre6 or the flower by its 
name ! " 

Sighed the South to the North. 
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The North sent therefore a man of men 
As a grace to the South ; 

And thus to Rome came Andersen. 

— " AlaSy but must you take him again f *' 
Said the South to the North. 



mm 
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SONNETS. 



BEREAVEMENT. 

HEN some Beloveds, 'neath whose 

eyelids lay 
The sweet lights of my childhood, 
one by one 
Did leave me dark before the natural sun. 
And I astonied fell and could not pray, — 
A thought within me to myself did say, 
" Is God less God, that thou art left un- 
done? 
Rise, worship, bless Him, in this sackcloth 

spun, 
As in that purple!" — But I answered. 

Nay! 
What child his filial heart in words can 

loose. 
If he behold his tender father raise 
The hand that chastens sorely? can he 

choose 
But sob in silence with an upward gaze ? — 
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And my great Father, thinking fit to 

bruise, 
Discerns in speechless tears, both prayer 

and praise. 



CONSOLATION. 

All are not taken ; there are left behind 
Living Beloveds, tender looks to bring, 
And make the daylight still a happy thing. 
And tender voices, to make soft the wind. 
But if it were not so — if I could find 
No love in all the world for comforting, 
Nor any path but hollowly did ring. 
Where "dust to dust" the love from life 

disjoined. 
And if, before those sepulchres unmoving, 
I stood alone, (as some forsaken lamb 
Goes bleating up the moors in weary 

dearth) 
Crying, " Where are ye, O my loved and 

loving?" 
I know a Voice would sound, " Daughter, 

I AM. 

Can I suffice for Heaven, and not for 
earth?" 
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TEARS. 

Thank God, bless God, all ye who suffer 

not 
More grief than ye can weep for. That is 

well — 
That is light grieving ! lighter, none be- 
fell, 
Since \Adam forfeited the primal lot. 
Tears ! what are tears ? The babe weeps 

in its cot, 
The mother singing ; at her marriage-bell 
The bride weeps, and before the oracle 
Of high-f aned hills the poet has forgot 
Such moisture on his cheeks. Thank God 

for grace. 
Ye who weep only ! If, as some have done. 
Ye grope tear-blinded in a desert place 
And touch but tombs — look up! those 

tears will run 
Soon in long rivers down the lifted face. 
And leave the vision clear for stars and 

sun. 

GRIEF. 

I TELL you, hopeless grief is passionless ; 
That only men incredulous of despair, 
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Half-taught in anguish, through the mid- 
night air 
Beat upward to God's throne in loud access 
Of shrieking and reproach. Full desert- 

ness 
In souls as countries, lieth silent-bare 
Under the blanching, vertical eye-glare 
Of the absolute Heavens. Deep-hearted 

man, express 
Grief for thy Dead in silence like to death : 
Most like a monumental statue set 
In everlasting watch and moveless woe, 
Till itself crumble to the dust beneath. 
Touch it : the marble eyelids are not wet 
If it could weep it could arise and go. 



SUBSTITUTION. 

When some beloved voice that was to you 

Both sound and sweetness faileth sud- 
denly, 

And silence against which you dare not 
cry 

Aches round you like a strong disease and 
new — 

What hope ? what help ? what music will 
undo 
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That silence to your sense ? Not friend- 
ship's sigh, 

Not reason's subtle count ; not melody 

Of viols, nor of pipes that Faunus blew. 

Not songs of poets, nor of nightingales, 

Whose hearts leap upward through the 
cypress trees 

To the clear moon; nor yet the spheric 
laws 

Self-chanted, nor the angels' sweet All 
hails, 

Met in the smile of God: nay, none of 
these. 

Speak THOU, availing Christ! — and fill 
this pause. 



FUTURITY. 

And, O beloved voices, upon which 
Ours passionately call, because erelong 
Ye brake off in the middle of that song 
We sang together softly, to enrich 
The poor world with the sense of love, and 

witch 
The heart out of things evil, — I am 

strong, 
Knowing ye are not lost for aye among 



Digitized by 



Google 



i82 Sonnets 

The hills, with last year's thrush. God 
keeps a niche 

In Heaven, to hold our idols : and albeit 

He brake them to our faces and denied 

That our close kisses should impair their 
white, 

I know we shall behold them raised, 
complete, 

The dust swept from their beauty, — glo- 
rified 

New Memnons singing in the great God- 
light. 

THE TWO SAYINGS. 

Two sajdngs of the Holy Scriptures beat 
Like pulses in the church's brow and 

breast ; 
And by them, we find rest in our unrest. 
And heart-deep in salt tears, do yet en- 
treat 
God's fellowship, as if on heavenly seat. 
The first is Jesus wept, — whereon is prest 
Full many a sobbing face that drops its best 
And sweetest waters on the record sweet : 
And one is, where the Christ, denied and 

scorned. 
Looked upon Peter. Oh, to render plain, 
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By help of having loved a little and 

mourned, 
That look of sovran love and sovran 

pain 
Which He, who could not sin yet suffered, 

turned 
On him who could reject but not sustain ! 



THE LOOK. 

The Saviour looked on Peter. Ay, no 
word. 

No gesture of reproach ; the Heavens se- 
rene, 

Though heavy with armed justice, did not 
lean 

Their thunders that way : the forsaken 
Lord 

Looked, only, on the traitor. None record 

What that look was, none guess ; for those 
who have seen 

Wronged lovers loving through a death- 
pang keen, 

Or pale-cheeked martyrs smiling to a 
s^ord. 

Have missed Jehovah at the judgment- 
call. 
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And Peter, from the height of blisphemy— 
" I never knew this man " — did quail and 

fall, 
As knowing straight that God, and turned 

free 
And went out speechless from the face of 

all, 
And filled the silence, weeping bitterly. 



THE MEANING OF THE LOOK. 

I THINK that look of Christ might seem to 
say — 

"Thou Peter! art thou then a common 
stone 

Which I at last must break my heart upon, 

For all God's charge to His high angels 
may 

Guard my foot better ? Did I yesterday 

Wash thy feet, my beloved, that they 
should run 

Quick to deny me 'neath the morning sun ? 

And do thy kisses, like the rest, betray ? 

The cock crows coldly. — Go, and mani- 
fest 

A late contrition, but no bootless fear I 

For when thy final need is dreariest. 
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Thou shalt not be denied, as I am here ; 
My voice, to God and angels, shall attest, 
Because I know this man, let him be 
clear ! " 

FLUSH, OR FAUNUS. 

You see this dog : it was but yesterday, 
I mused forgetful of his presence here 
Till thought on thought drew downward 

tear on tear : 
When from the pillow, where wet-cheeked 

I lay, 
A head as hairy as Faunus thrust its way 
Right sudden against my face, two golden- 
clear 
Great eyes astonished mine, a drooping 

ear 
Did flap me on either cheek to dry the 

spray ! 
I started first, as some Arcadian, 
Amazed by goatly god in twilight grove ; 
But, as the bearded vision closelier ran 
My tears off, I knew Flush, and rose above 
Surprise and sadness, — thanking the true 

Pan, 
Who, by low creatures, leads to heights of 

love. 
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FINITE AND INFINITE. 
The wind sounds only in opposing straits, 
The sea, beside the shore; man's spirit 

rends 
Its quiet only up against the ends 
Of wants and oppositions, loves and hates. 
Where, worked and worn by passionate 

debates. 
And losing by the loss it apprehends. 
The flesh rocks round, and every breath 

it sends 
Is ravelled to a sigh. All tortured states 
Suppose a straitened place. Jehovah 

Lord, 
Make room for rest around me! out of 

sight 
Now float me, of the vexing land ab- 
horred. 
Till in deep calms of space, my soul may 

right 
Her nature, shoot large sail on lengthen- 
ing cord. 
And rush exultant on the Infinite. 
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TO GEORGE SAND. 

A DESIRE. 

Thou large-brained woman and large- 
hearted man, 
Self-called George Sand ! whose soul, 

amid the lions 
Of thy tumultuous senses, moans defiance, 
And answers roar for roar, as spirits can : 
I would some mild miraculous thunder ran 
Above the applauded circus, in appliance 
Of thine own nobler nature's strength and 

science, 
Drawing two pinions, white as wings of 

swan. 
From thy strong shoulders, to amaze the 

place 
With holier light ! that thou to woman's 

claim. 
And man's, might'st join beside the an- 
gel's grace, 
Of a pure genius sanctified from blame, 
Till child and maiden pressed to thine em- 
brace 
To kiss upon thy lips a stainless fame. 
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TO GEORGE SAND. 

A RBCOGNITION. 

True genius, but true woman ! dost deny 
Thy woman's nature with a manly scom, 
And break away the gauds and armlets 

worn 
By weaker women in captivity ? 
Ah, vain denial I that revolted cry 
Is sobbed in by a woman's voice forlorn ! 
Thy woman's hair, my sister, all unshorn, 
Floats back dishevelled strength in agony. 
Disproving thy man's name: and while 

before 
The world thou bumest in a poet-fire 
We see thy woman-heart beat evermore 
Through the large flame. Beat purer, 

heart, and higher, 
Till God unsex thee on the heavenly shore, 
Where unincamate spirits purely aspire ! 



THE PROSPECT. 

Methinks we do as fretful children do, 
Leaning their faces on the window-pane 
To sigh the glass dim with their own 
breath's stain, 
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And shut the sky and laiidscape from 

their view : 
And thus, alas, since God the maker 

drew 
A mystic separation 'twixt those twain, 
The life beyond us, and oiu: souls in pain. 
We miss the prospect which we are called 

imto 
By grief we are fools to use. Be still and 

strong, 
O man, my brother! hold thy sobbing 

breath, 
And keep thy soul's large window pure 

from wrong. 
That so, as life's appointment issueth. 
Thy vision may be clear to watch along 
The sunset consummation-lights of death. 
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